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Ax>-vER a rr8ErtEirf' 

to rum 
FIRST EDITION. 

II! bat long been * juft complaint," that copies oft 
Farces and Dramatic E*T£aTAiwmwTt are dif- 
Jfa4t to be procured, even at the exorbitant charge of 
pne (hilling eath, the tfual (bpfr-ptkt ; aad that many 
of them are ofteo not to be procured for «y frjoe i A 
circumftance which arife* chiefly from BookfcUers havings 
little inducement to keep any regular affortment of pieces* 
- of this kind, %ht demand even for thofe of the firftmerir* , 
in a detached form, being inconfidcrable and uncertain* 
Thefe inconveniences firft fuggefted the defign pf the 
prefent publication : And as no Collection of the fame 
kind has hitherto appeared, it is hoped this will meet, 
with a. favourable reception from the Public ; and wOl. 
be peculiarly: acceptable to thole who arc poffefled of ar 
good Collection of Plays,- to which it will form a proper 
Companion or Supplement, as including the principal, 
performances of a Gariick, a Foots, &c. printed in. 
an elegant and uniform manner, and attainable ai« mo* • 
derate expepce. 

The Volume now published is intended af a fpecimen;: 
and will be followed by three, four, five, or more, if \ 
the Publifher be. encouraged to complete his Plan, which' 
is meant to comprehend all the beft petit pieces of fhe 
Stage that have appeared. 

The fevcral Pieces are printed entire, according to the - 
laft editions oarre&ed by their rcfpe&ive authors $ and*, 
by the affiftance of fome gentlemen of tafte and theatrical' 
knowledge, thofe paffages ufually omitted in the repre- 
sentation are uniformly diftinguifhed by inverted commas* 

It may be proper to mention, that the different Vo- 

lames are meant to be fold feparately, as well as in fetsj 

but that the particular pieces cannot be fold in the fame 

way, as the manner of printing prevent! their reparation, 

Avoost x. 178a* 
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THE 

GUARDIAN. 

IN TWO ACTS. 
Br DAVID GARRICK, Es^ 

Dramatis Persona* 
men.' 

Drury-Lane. E*inhurtb. 

Mr Heart!y t the Guardian, Mr Garrick. Mr Wpods. 
Sir Charles C lac kit, Mr Yates. Mr H6ttihgfworth. 

Mr Clackit, his Nephew, Mr Obrien. Mr Knight* 
Servant. ' $%.-■' 

WOMEN. V* "; r "' . 

■ Mlft Harriet \ an Heirefs, Mifs Pritchard. Mi{s Kirby. 
Lucy, the Maid. Mrs Cliye. Mrs KniTeton. 

ACT L 

Scene, A Hall in Mr Heartly'x Houfe. 
Enter Sir Charles Clackit, his Nephew, and Servant. 

Servant. . 

PLEASE to walk this way Sir. 
Sir Cha, Where is your m after, friend ? 
Ser. In his. dreffing-room, Sir. 
T. Cla. Let him know, then — — / 
Sir Cha. Prithee be quiet, Jack ; when I am in com- 
pany, let me dire:t. 'Tis proper and decent. 
T. Cla. I am dumb, Sir. 

Sir Cha. Tell Mr Heartly, his friend and neighbour 
Sir Charles Clackit would fay three words to him. 
Ser. I mall, Sir.— \Exit. 

Vol. I. A Sir 
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Sir Cha. Now, nep&ew, confider once again, before 
I open the matter to my neighbour Heartly, -what I 
anr roing to undertake for yo*.— -Why dWt you 
%ea*? 

T. Cla. Is it proper and decent, uncle ? 

Sir Cha. Pfhai don't be a fool*-but anfwer me— 
Do/i't you flatter yourfelC— What afTurance have you 
that this young lady, nty friend's ward, has a liking to 
you I The young fellows of this age are all coxcombs, 
and I am afraid you are no exception to the general 
nrie. 

T. Cla. Thank you, uncle — But may 1 this inftant 
be ftruck old and. peevifh, if I would put you upon a 
falfe fcent to expofe you, for all the fine women in 
Chriftendom*— I afTure you again and again, and 
you may take my word, uncle, that Mifs Harriet has 
no kind of averfion to your nephew and mdft humble 
fervant.- 

Sir Cha. Ay, ay, vanity!— — vanity! but I 

never'take a young fellow's word about women ; they'll 
lie as fait, and witj^as little confidence, as the Bruilels 
Gazette. Produce your proofs. 

2T. Cla. Can't your eyes fee 'cm, uncle, without ur- 
ging me to the indelicacy ef repeating 'em ? 

Sir Cha. Why, I fee nothing but a fool's head and 
a fool's coat, fupported by a pair of mo ft unpromifing 
legs. — Have you no better proofs ? 

T. Cla* Yes, 1 have, my good infidel uncle, half a 
hundred. 
• Sir Cha. Gut with them then. 

T. Cla. Firft then— Whenever I fee her, me never 
looks at mc :— That's a fign of love. — Whenever 1 fpeak 
to her, (he never anfwers me: — Another fign of love— 
And whenever I fpeak to any body eifc, (lie feems to 
be perfectly eafy : — That's a certain fign of love. 

Sir Cha. The devil it is ! 

T. Cla. When I am with her, fhe's always grave ; 
and the moment I get up to leave her, then the poor 
thing begins — «« Why will you leave me, MrClackit? 
*' can't you facrifice a few moments to my bafhfulnefs? 
J* —Stay, jou agreeable runaway, day, I ihall foon 
**" " over- 
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" overcome the fears your pvefeoce gives Mt." I 

could Xay mere*-*— But a man of honour, uncle 

Sir Gha. What, and has {he kid ail thcfc things t+ 
you ? 

7*. C7*. 'O yes, and ten tones mort— with her eyes. 

Sir Cha. With her eyes!— Eye* are very equivocal, 

Jack* However, if the young lady-has any liking t* 

you, Mr Heartly is too much a man of the world, and 
coo much my friend, to oppofe the match ; fo do you 
walk into the garden, and 1 will open the matter to him. 

T. Cla. Is there any objection to my ftaying, uncle ? 
The bufiuefs will be foon ended. — You will propofe the 
match ; he will give his content, I ftiall give mine ; Mife 
is foit for, and l* affair eft fast. [Snapping Ms finger* 

Sir Cha. And fo you think that a young beautiful 
beirefs, with forty thoufand pounds, is to be had with a 
fcrap of French, and a fnap of your finger.— Prithee 
get away, and don't provoke me. 

¥- Cla* Nay, but .my dear uncle ■ » ■ 

Sir Cha. Nay, but, my impertinent nephew, either 
retire, or I'll throw up the game. t [Putting him out* 

Y. Cla Well, well, I am gone, uncle -—When yo* 
come to the point, 1 fhall be ready to make my appear- 
ance Bon voyage 7 [Exit. 

Sir Cha. The devil's in thefe young fellows, I think* 
— We fend 'em abroad to cure their fheepifhneis, and 
they get above proof the other way. 

(Enter Mr Heartly.) 
—Good-morrow to you, neighbour. 

He a. And to you, Sir Charles ; 1 am glad to fee you 
£b ftrong and healthy. 

Sir Cha. I can return you the compliment, my friend; 
—Without flattery, you don't look more than thirty- 
five ; and, between ourielves, you are on the wrong &dc 
of forty— But mum for that. 

Hea. Eafe and tranquillity keep me as you fee. 

Sir Cha. Why don't you marry, neighbour I A gootf 
wife would do well for you. 

Hea. For me? You are pleafcd to be merry, Sup 
Charles. 

A a Sir 
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Sir Cka. N<> faith, I am ferious ; and had I a daugh- 
ter to recommend to you, you mould fay me nay more 
than once, I affure you, neighbour Heartly, before I 
would quit you. 

Ilea. I am much obliged to you. 
Sir Cba. But indeed you are a little too much of the 
phtlofopher to think of "being troubled with women and 
their concerns. 

Hea. 1 beg your pardon, Sir Charles — Tho' there 
are many who call themfelves philofophers, that live 
Angle, and perhaps are in the right of it, yet I can- 
not think that marriage is at all inconfiftent with true 
philofophy. — * A wife man will refolve to live like the 
4 reft of the world, with this only difference, that he is 
• neither a flave to paffions nor events.' — It is not be- 
caufe I have a little philofophy, but becaufe I am on the 
wrong fide of forty, Sir Charles, that I defire to be ex- 
'cufed. (failing.) 

Sir Cha. As you pleafe, Sir ; — and now to my buii- 
nefs. — You have no objection, I fuppofe, to tie up your 
ward, Mifs Harriet, though you have flipped the collar 
yourfelf — Ha, ha, ha ! 

Hea. Quite the contrary, Sir; I have taken her fome 
time frpm the boarding- fchool, and brought her home, 
in order to difpofe of her worthily, with her own incli- 
nation. 

Sir Cba. Her father, I have heard you fay, recom- 
mended that particular care to you, when (he had reach- 
ed a certain age. 

Hea. He did fo — and I am the more defirous to obey 
him fcrupuloufly in this circumftance, as me will be a 
rno ft valuable acquisition to the perfon who mail gain 
her — for, not to mention her fortune, which is the leaft 
confideration, her fentiments are worthy her birth; (he 
is gentle, modeft, and obliging — In a word, my friend, 
I never faw youth more amiable or difcrect — but per- 
haps I am a little partial to her. 

Sir Cha* No, no ; me is a delicious creature, every 

body fays fo.-»— But I believe, neighbour, fomething has, 

happened that you little think of. 

Hea. What, pray, Sir Charles ? 



A 
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Sir Cku My nephew, Mr Heartly-*— 

EnUr Young Clackifc 

9". CAr. Here I am, at your fcrrice, S ir ■■■ My code 
18 a little unhappy in his manner; but IH dear the 
matter in a moment— MHs Harriet, Sir,— your ward— 

Sir Cha. Get away, you puppy! 

T. Cia. Mifs Harriet, Sir, your ward— « molt ae* 
complkh'd young lady, to be fare' 

Sir Cha* Thou art a moft accompliihed cozoomb, to 
be Aire. 

Hca. Pray, Sir Charles* let the young gentleman 
fpeak. 

T. Cla. You'll excufc me, Mr Heartly— My uncle 
does not fet up for an orator — a little confufed, or Jo* 
Sir — You fee me what I ana— But I ought to aflc par- 
don for the young lady and myfelfc— We are young, Sir 
—I mud confefs we were wrong to conceal it from you> 
——But my uncle, I fee, is pleated to be angry; and 
therefore I (hall fay no more at prefent. 

Sir Cha. If- you don't leave the room this moment^ 
and ftay in the garden till I call you 

T. Cla. I am forry 1 have difpleafed you— I did not. 
think it was mal-a-propos ; but you mufthave your way » 
uncle — You command— I fubmit — Mr Heartly, yours- 

lExif Young Clackit- 

Sir Cha. Puppy ! (ajide.) My nephew's a little un- 
thinking, Mr Heartly, as you fee; and therefore 1 have 
been a little cautious how I have proceeded in this af- 
fair: But indeed he has in a manner perfuaded me, that 
your ward and he are not ill together. 

Hea. Indeed ! This is the firft notice I have had of 
it, and I cannot conceive why Mifs Harriet mould con- 
ceal it from me ; for 1 have often allured her, that E 
would never oppofe her inclination, though! might en- 
deavour to direol it. 

Sir Cha. 'Tis human nature, neighbour.— We are fo> 
a foamed of our firft paflion, that we would willingly 
hide it from ourfelves — But will you mention my nephew: 
to her ? 

Hea. 1 muft beg your pardon, Sir Charles* The 

name of the gentleman whom (he choofes, muft fir ft 
A J come 
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come from *hcrfelf.-A-My advice or importunity (hall 
never influence her : If guardians would be lefs rigo- 
*ou8, young people would be more reafonable ; and I 
am fo unfafhionable to think, that happlnefs in mar- 
• riage can't be bought too dear. — I am itill on the wrong 
fide of forty, Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. No, no— You are right, neighbour.— But 
here (he is. Don't alarm her young heart too much, 
I beg of you. ; — Upon my word, (he i* a fweet morfel. 
Enter Mifs Harriet and Lucy. 

JMifr Har. He is .with company — I'll fpeak to him 
another time. [Retiring* 

Luc. Young, handfome, and afraid of being feen ! — 
You are very particular, Mifs. 

Hea. Mifs Harriet, you muft not go. — {Harriet re- 
turns.) Sir Charles, give me leave to introduce you to 
this young lady. — (Introduces her.) You kuow, I fup- 
fofe, the reafon of this gentleman's vifit^to me ? 

[To HarrieU 

Mifs Har. Sir \ (confufed: ) 

Hea. You may truft me, my dear, (fmiling*')— DonJt 
be difturb'd, 1 (hall not reproach you with any thing 
but keeping your willies a iecret from me fo long. 

Mifs Har, — Upon my word, Sir. — Lucy ! 

Luc. Well, and Lucy ! I'll lay my life 'tis a treaty 
of marriage. — Is that fuch a dreadful thing! Oh, for 
fhame, Madam ! Young ladies of falhion are not fright- 
ened at fuch things now-a-days. 

Hea. to Sir Cha. We have gone too far, Sir Charles* 
—We muft excufe her delicacy, and give her time to re- 
cover: — I had better talk with her alone ;. we will leave 
her now;— -Be perfuaded that no endeavours (hall he 
wanting on my part to bring this affair to a happy and 
a fpeedy conclufion. 

Sir Cha. 1 (hall be obliged to you, Mr Heartly. 

Young lady, your fervant. — What grace and modefty ! 
She is a mod engaging creature, aad 1 (hall be proud 
to make her one of' my family.. 

Hea. You do us honour, Sir Charles. 

[Exeunt Sir Charles and Heartly. 

Lus* IodeedVMifs Harriet, you. are. very particular*; 

you- 
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you was tired of the boarding-fchool, and yet feem to 

have no inclination to be married. What can be the 

meaning of all this !— That fmirking aid gentleman is 
uncle to Mr Clackit ; and, my life for it, he has made 
ibtne proposals to your guardian. 

Mifs Har. Prithee don't plague me about Mr Clackit* 

Luc. But why not, Mifs ? Tho' he is a little fanta- 
stical, loves to hear himfelf talk, and is fomewhat felf- 
fufficient ; you muft: confider Jie is young, has been a* 

broad, and keeps good company :- The trade will 

foon be at an end, if young ladies and gentlemen grow 
over nice and exceptious. 

Mifs Har. But if 1 can find one without thefe faults* 
I may furely pleafe myfelf. 

Luc. Without thefe faults ! and' is he young, Mifs? 

Mifs Har. He is- fenfible, modeft, polite, affable, 
and generous ; and charms from the natural impulfes of 
his own heart, as much as other* difguft by their fenfe- 
lefs airs and infolent affectation 

Luc. Upon my word! — But why have you kept this 
fecret fo long? — Your guardian is kind to you beyonA 
conception. What difficulties can you have to over- 



come 
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Mifs Har. Why, the difficulty of declaring my fenti- 
ments. 

fi» Luc. Leave that tome, Mifs. — But yourfpark, with 
all his accomplifhments. muft have very little penetra* 
tion, not to have discovered his good fortune in your 
eye . 

Mifs Har. I take care that my eyes don't tell too 
much; and he has too much delicacy to interpret looks 
to his advantage. Befides, he would certainly difap- 
prove my paffion ;. and if I mould • ever make the de* 
claration, and meet with a denial, 1 mould abfolutely 
'die with (hame 

Luc. 1*11 infure your life for a filver thimble. — But 
what can poffibly hinder your coming together? 

Mifs Har. His excels of merit. 

Luc. His excefs of a rlddlcftick! But come, VYL 

put you in the way : — You mail trull me with the fe- 
cret;.:— —I'll cntruft it again to half a doaen friends ; 

thay 
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Mifs Har. You will eafily find him— —And wben 
you have, pray tell him how improper it is for a young 

woman to fpeak firft : Perfuade him to fparc my 

blufhes, and to releafe me from £o -terrible a fituatkm. 
— - 1 mall leave him with you — and hope that this de- 
claration will make it impoffible for you to miilake me 
any4onger. 

£ Harriet is going* but, upon feeing Y.Ckckit, remains 
upon thejlage. 

Hea. Are we not alone ? What can this mean? [Aftde. 

T. Cla. Apropos, faith! here they are together. 

Hea, 1 did not fee him ; but now the riddle's ex- 
plain'd. [Ajide. ■ 

Mifs Har. What can he want now ? This is the 

moil fpitefu] interruption- [Afide. 

T. Cla. By your leave, Mr Heartly. — 

[Crofes him U go to Harriet. 
—Have I caught you at lait, my divine Harriet ! — — — 

Well, Mr Heartly, fans fagon But what'* the 

matter, ho ! — Things look a little gloomy here :— . 
One mutters to himfelf, and gives me no srafwer j and 
the other turns the head, and winks at me.— —How 
the devil am 1 to interpret all this ? 

Mifs Har I wink at you. Sir ! Did I, Sir? 

Y. Cla. Yes, you, my angel— —But mum ■ Mr 
Heartly, for Heaven's fake, what is- all this ? Speak, I 
conjure you, is it life or death with me? 

Mifs Har. What a dreadful fituaticm I ana in ! 

Y. Cla. Hope for thebeft ; — I'll bring matters about, 
I warrant you. 

Hea. You have both of you great reafon to be fatif- 
ficd — Nothing fhall oppofe your happinefe. 

T. Cla. Bravo, Mr Heartly ! 

Hea. Mifs Harriet's will is a law to me ; and for you f 

Sir the friendfhip which 1 have ever profefsM for 

your uncle is too fincere not to exert fome of it upon 
this occafion. 

Mifs Har. I fhall die with confufion ! [Afide* 

T. Cla. I am alive again. — Dear Mr Heartly, thou 
art a moft adorable creature ! What a happinefs it is 
to have to do with a man of fenfe, who has no foolifti 

pre- 
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prejudices, and can fee when a young fellow has feme- 
thing tolerable about him ! » 

Hea. Sir, not to flatter you, I rauft declare, that it it 
frsm a knowledge of your friends and family that I have 
tapes of feeing you and tins* y**n£ lady happy. I will 
godiredly to your uncle, and afiure him that every 
thing gees on to ourwiihes.— — [Going. 

Mifs Bar. Mr Heardy— Pray, Sir! 

Hea. Poor Mifs Harriet, I fee your diftrefs, and am 
ferry for it ; but it muft be got over, and the fooner the 
better. Mr Qackit r my dear, will be glad of an op- 
portunity to enter tain you for the little time I fhall be 
abfent ! — Poor Mifs Harriet ! [Smiling. 

[Exit Heartly. 

T. Cta* Alkz, allez, Monfaur /—I'll anfwer for that. 
——Well, Ma'am, I think every thing fucceeda to our 

wilhes. — Be fincere, my adorable Don't you think 

yourfetf a very happy young lady ? 

Mifs Bar. I fhall be mo& particularly obliged to you, 
Sir, if you would inform me what is the meaning of all 
this ? 

T. Cla. Inform you, Mifs!—- The matter, 1 believe, 
is pretty clear:— Our friends have understanding — 

we have affeclttons and a marriage follows of 

courfe. 

Mifs Bar. Marriage, Sir ! ■ Pray what relation or 
particular connection is there between you and me, Sir? 

T. Cla. I may be deceiv'd, faith ; — but upon my ho- 
nour, I always fupppofed that there was a little fmatter* 
ing of inclination between us. 

Mifs Bar, And have you fpoke to my guardian upon 
this fuppofition, Sir ? 

T. Cla. And are you angry at it ? I believe not 

(Smiling.) Come, come, I believe not. — 'Tis delicate 
in you to be upon the referve. — 

Mifs Bar. Indeed, Sir, this behaviour of yours is moft 
extraordinary. 

T. Cla. Come, come, my dear, don't carry this jeft 
too far, e troppo, e troppo mia Carijpma — — What the 
devil, when every thing is agreed upon, and uncles and 
guardians and fuch folks have given their confent, why 
continue the hypocrify ? 

Mifs 
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Mifs Har. They may have confented for you ; but I 
am miftrefs of my affedions, and will never difpofe of 
'cm by proxy. - 

T.Cla. Upon my foul, this is very droll: — What! 
has not your guardian been here this moment, and ex- 
prefled all imaginable pleafure at our intended union ? 

Mifs Har. He is in an error, Sir : — And had I not " 
been too much aftonifhed at your behaviour, I had un- 
deceiv'd him long before now. 

Y. Cla {Humming a tune. ) But, pray, Mifs, to re- 
turn to bufinefs — What can be your intention in raifmg 
all this confufion in the family, and oppofing your own 
inclinations? 

Mifs Har. Oppofing my own inclinations, Sir ? 
' Y. Cla. Ay, oppofing your own inclinations, Madam. 
—Do you know, child, if you carry on this farce any 
longer, 1 mall begin to be a little angry? 

Mifs Har. 1 would wifti it, Sir ; for be affur'd, 

that I never in my life had the leaft thought about 
you. . 

Y. Cla. Words, words, words • 

Mifs Har. 'Tis moft fincerely and literally true. 

Y. Cla. Come, come, I know what I know- 



Mifs Har. Don't make yourfelf ridiculous, Mr Clack- 
it. 

r. Cla. Don't make yourfelf miferable, Mifs Har- 
riet. 

Mifs Har. I am only fo when you perfift to torment 
me. 

Y Cla, [Smiling.) And you really believe that you 
don't love m«? 

Mifs Har. Pofitively not. 

Y. Cla. (Conceitedly.) And you are very fure now, 
that you hate me ? 

Mifs Har. Oh! mofl cordially. 

Y. Cla. Poor young lady ! 1 do pity you from my 
foul. 

Mifs Har. Then why won't you leave me ? 

Y. Cla. •" She never told her love, 

" But let concealment, like a worm V th 9 bud f 
" Feed on her damajk cheek."— — ■ — 
Take warning, Mifs, when you once begin to pine in 
2 thought, 
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tiougk, fcis all over with you; aad be allured, face you 
are obftinatcly bent to give yourfelf airs, that, if yo* 
ooce fuffer me to leave this houfe in a pet— do you 
mind me? — not all your fighing, whining, fits, vapours* 
and hyfterics, (hall ever move me to take the lead com- 
pafion on you— Coute qui coute. 

Enter Hcartly and Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. I an overjoy'd to hear it: — There they are, 
the pretty doves ! That is the age, neighbour Hcartly* 
for happinefs and pleafure. 

Hea. I am willing, you fee, to lofe no time ; which 
may convince you, Sir Charles, how proud I am of this 
alliance in our families. 

Sir Cha. The thought of it rejoices me:— Gad, I 
will fend for the fiddles, -and take a dance myfelf, and a 
fig for the gout and rheumatifm.— But hold, hold, 
—the lovers, methinks, are a little out of humour 
with each other— What is the matter, Jack? Not pout- 
ing, fure, before your time. 

r. Cla. A trifle* Sir the lady will tell you 

[Hums a tune* 

Hea. You feem to be troubled, Harriet ?— What can 
this mean ? 

Mifs Har.. You have been in an error, Sir, about me. 
— 1 did not undeceive you, becaufe I could not ima- 
gine that the confluences could have been fo feriout 
and fo fudden : — But I am now forced to tell you, that 
you have mifunderftood me — that you have diftreffed 
me.- 

Hea. How, my dear? 

Sir Cha. What do you fay, Mifs? 

T. Cla. Mademoifelle is pleafed to be out of humour: 
but I can't blame her; for, upon my honour, I think a 
little coquetry becomes her. 

Sir Cha. Ay, ayVay— Oh, ho !— Is that all? Thefc 
little fqualls feldom overfet the lover's boat, but drive it 
the fafter to port — Ay, ay, ay— — 

Hea. Dou't be uneafy, my dear, that you have decla- 
red your pafnon.— Be confident now, leil you fhould be 
thought capricious. 

r. Cla. talk to her a little, Mr Heartly 5 (he is a 
Vol. I. B ' fine 
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fine lady, and has many virtues; but (he does not know 
the world. 

Sir Cha. Come, come, you muft be friends again, my 
children. 

Mifs Har. I beg you will let me alone, Sir. 

Hea. For heaven's fake, Mifs Harriet, explain this 
riddle to me. 

Mifs Har. I cannot, Sir— I have difcovered the weak- 
nefs of my heart— I have difcovered it to you, Sir. — 
But your unkind interpretations, and reproachful looks, 
convince me, that I have already faid but too much. 

" [Exit. Heartly tnufes] 

Sir Cha. Well, but hark'ye, nephew — This is going a 
little too far. What have you done to her? 

Hea, I never faw her fo much moved before! 

T. Cla. Upon my foul, Gentlemen, I am as much fur> 
prifed at it as you can be:- The little bronillcrie be- 
tween us arofe upon her perilling that there was no paf-* 
lion, no penchant^ between us.^ 

Sir Cha, I'll tell you what, Jack there is a cer- 
tain kind of impudence about you, that I don't approve 
of; and were I a young girl, thofe coxcomical airs of 
yours would furfeit me. 

Y.Cla. But as the young ladies are not quite fo fqueam- 
ifti as you, uncle, I fancy they will choofe me as I am. 
Ha! ha* — But what can the lady object to? I have of- 
fered to marry her ; is not that a proof fufficient that I 
like her? A young fellow muft have fome affection that 
will go fuch lengths to indulge it. Ha! ha! 

Sir Cha. Why really, friend Heartly, I don't fee how 
a young man can well do more, or a lady defire more. 
^ What fay you, neighbour? 

Hea. Upon my word, I am puzzled about it.— • 
My thoughts upon the matter are fo various, and fo 
confufed — Every thing I fee and hear is fo contradic* 

tory is fo She certainly cannot like any body 

«lfe ? 

7". Cla. No, no, I'll anfwer for that 

Hea. Or me may be fearful then, that your paffion 
for her is not fmcere ; or, like other young men of the 
times, you may grow carckfs upon marriage, and negledt 
kcr. 

r. Cla. 
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" Y. Cla. Ha! Egad you have hit it; nothing bat m. 

little natural delicate fenfibility [Hums a tune. 

Hea. If fo, perhaps the violence of her reproaches 
may proceed from the lukewarmnefs of your profeflions. 
T. Cla. Je vous demande pardon 1 have fworn to 

her a hundred and a hundred times, that (he (hould be 
the happieft of her fex. — But there is nothing furprifing 
in all this ; it is the mifery of an overfond heart, to be 
always doubtful of its happinefs. 

Hea. And if (he marries thee, I fear that (he'll be 
Xept in a {late of doubt as long as (he lives. [Half ' afidc. 
Enter Lucy. 
Luc. Pray, gentlemen, what is the matter among you? 
And which of you has affronted my miftrefs? She is in 
a moft prodigious taking yonder, and (he vows to return 
into the country again I can get nothing but fight 
fiom her. x 

• T. Cla. Poor thing! 

Luc. Poor thing I The devil take this love, I fay— ' 
There's more rout about it than 'tis worth. 

T- Cla. I beg your pardon for that, Mrs Abigail. 
Hea. I muft inquire further into this; her behaviour 
is too particular for me not to be difturbed at it. 

Luc. She defires, with the leave of thefe gentlemen* 

that, when (he has recovered herfeif, (he may talk witj* 

you alone, Sir. [To Heartly. 

Hea. I (hall with pleafure attend her., [Exit Lucy, 

T. Cla. Divin Bacchus t La, la, la! [Sings, 

Sir Cha. I would give, old as I am, a leg or an aria 

to be belov'd by that fweet creature as you are, Jack ! 

T. Cla* And throw your gout and rheumatifm into the 
bargain, uncle!— Ha, ha! Divin Bacchus* La. la. la, 
&c. [Sings* 

Sir Cha. What the plague are you quavering at ! 
Thou haft, no more feeling for thy happinefs than my 
flick here, 

T, Cla. I beg your pardon for that, my dear uncle. 

' [ Takes out a pocket looking- glafs. 

Sir Cha. I wonder what the devil is come to the 

young fellows of this age, neighbour Heartly ? — Why, 

a fine woman has no effect upon 'em.— —Is there nc* 

B 2 method; 
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method to make 'em lcfs fond of themfelves, and more "' 
mindful of the ladies? ] 

Hea. I know but of one, Sir Charles.—— 

Sir Cha. Ay, what's that? 

Hea. Why, tp break all the looking-glafies in the 
kingdom. , [Pointing to Y. Clackit. 

Sir Cha. Ay, ay, they are fuch fops, fo taken up with 
themfelves I— — — Zounds, when I was young, and m 
love 

T. Cla. You were a prodigious fine fight, to be fure. 

Hea. Look'ye, Mr Clackit, if Mifs Harriet's affec- 
tions declare for you, (he muft not be treated with ne- 
gleft or difdain— — fy>r could I bear it, Sir. Any 

man muft be proud of her partiality to him; and he muft 
be faihionably infenfible indeed, who wou'd not make ft 
his darling care to defend from every inquietude the mot 
delicate and tender of her fex. 

Sir Cha. Moil nobly and warmly faid, Mr Heartly. 

•——Go to her, nephew, directly Throw yourfelf 

at her feet, and fwear how much her beauty and virtue 
have captivated you, and don't let her go till you have 
Set her dear little heart at reft. 

T. Cla. I muft defire to be excus'd. — *— ~ Wou'd 
you have me fay the fame thing over and over again?— 
I can't do it, pofitively.— It is my turn to be piqu'd 



Sir Cha. Damn your conceit, Jack, I can bear it no 
longer. 

Hea. I am very forry to find that any young lady, 
fo near and dear to me, fliou'd beftow her heart where 
there is fo little profpeft of its being valued as it ought. 
,. , However* 1 mall not oppofe my authority to her 

inclinations ; and fo ■ Who waits there ? (Enter 
Servant.) Let the young lady know that I (hall attend 
fter commands in the library. (Exit Servant.) Will yon 
cxcufe me, Gentlemen? 

Sir Char Ay, ay — We'll leave you toyourfelves* and 
pray convince her, that I and my nephew are moft fin- 
cerely her very humble fervants. 

T. Cla* O yes, you may depend upon me. 

Hea. A very fiender dependence truly. (Afide.) [Exih 

T. Cla* We'll be with you again to know what your 

tit* 
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tite*atete produces; and in the mean time I am her's, 
—and yours— —Adieu. Come, uncle. Fal, lal, 
la, la ! 
Sir Cha. I could knock him down with pleafure 

{Exeunt Sir Charles and Y. Clackiu. 

ACT n- 

Scene, A Library.. 

HEARtLY, (Jpea king to a Servant.) 

TELL Mifs Harriet that I am here If (he is vaf- 
difpofed, I will wait upon. her in her own room.— - 

£Exit Servant. 

However my ft erious her conduct appears to me, yet 

ftfll it is* to be. deciphered This young, gentleman: 

has certainly touch'd her. — There are fome- objections 
to him and among, fo many young men of faftiion that 
fall in her way fhe certainly might have made a better - 
choice : She has an underftanding to be fenfible of this j; 
and, if I am not miftaken, it is a ftruggle between her* 
reafon and her paflion that occafions, all this, confufion*. 
—But here (he is. 

Enter Mifs Harriet. 

Mifs Har, I hope you are not angry, Sir, that fleftt 
you fo abruptly, without making any apology ? 

Mea. I am angry that you think an apology necet 
fary. — The matter we were upon was of fuch a delicate- 
nature, that I was more pleafed with your confufion,,., 
than I mould have been with your excufes-^ — You'll par*, 
don me, my dean — 

Mifs Har. 1 have reflected, that the perftn for wh'oiBt 
I have conceived a moll tender regard^ may, from the 
wifeft motives, doubt of my paflion ; and therefore I! 
would endeavour to anfwer all his objections, and con- 
vince him how deferving he is of my higheft efteem. 

Hta, I. have not yet apprehended- what kind of dif-- 

pute could arife between you and Mr Clackit : — 1 would; 

advife you both to come to a reconciliation as foou as 

Jjofiible— The law of nature is an imperious one, and, 

B 3 ©an* 
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cannot, like thofe of our country, be cafily evaded; 
and though reafon may fuggeft fome difagreeable reflec- 
tions, vet when the ftroke is to be given, we muft fub~ 
mit to it. 

Mifs ffar. He ftill continues in his error, and I can* 
not undeceive him. [Afide* 

Hea. Shall I take the liberty of telling you, my dear 

^Taking her hand.)—Yo* tremble,. Harriet I What 

is the matter with you ? 

Mifs Har. Nothing, Sir. — Pray go on. 

Hea. I guefs whence proceeds all your uneafinefi.— 
You fear that the world will not be fo readily convinced 
of this young gentleman's merit as you are : And, in- 
deed, I could wifh him more deferving of you ; but 
your regard for him gives him a merit he otherwise 
would have wanted, and almoft makes me blind to hi* 
failings. 

Mifi Hot. And would you advifc me, Sir, to make 
choice of this gentleman ? 

Hea. I would advife you, as I always have done, to 
confult your own heart uponTuch an occafion. 

Mifs Hat. If that is your advice, I will moft relr- 
gioufly follow it ; and, for the laft time, I am refolvcd 
to difcover my real fentiments ; but as a confeffion of 
this kind will not become me, I have been thinking of 
fome innocent ftratagem to (pare my blufhes, and in 
part to relieve me from the (name of a declaration— 
Might I be permitted to write to him ? - 

Hea, I think you may, my dear, without the leaft 
•ffence to your delicacy * And indeed you ought to ex- 
plain yourfelf ; your late mifunderftanding makes it ab- 
solutely aecefiary. 

Mifi Har. Will you be kind enough to affift me ?— 
Will you write it for me, Sir ? 

Hea, Oh moft willingly ! — And as I am made a par* 
ty, it will remove all obj^&ions. 

Mifs Har. I will di&ate to you in the beft manner I 
am able. [S*gM*g* 

Hea. And here is pen, ink, and paper, to obey your 
commands. [Draws the tabh. 

Mifs Har. Lord, how my heart beats! I fear I can- 
not go through it. [Afid*. 

Hem* 
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Hea. Now, my dear, I am ready.— Don't be dfllurbM. 
—He is certainly a man of family ; and tho 9 he ha* 
feme little faults, time and your virtues will correct 
them. — Come, what (hall I write ? [Preparing to write* 

Mift Har. Pray give me a moment's thought.— 'Tift 
a terrible tafk, Mr Heartly. 

Hea. I know it is. — Don't hurry yoorfelf :— I (hall 
wait with patience. — Come, Mifs Harriet. 

Mifs Har. [dictating ) " // // in vain fir me to eon* 
•' ceal f from one of your under/landings the fecrets of my 
« heart. 

Hea* The fecrets of my heart. [Writing. 

JMifs Har. 4< Though your humility andmodefty will not 
w fuffer you to perceive it. — 

Hea. Do you think, my dear, that he is much 
troubled with thofe qualities? 

Mifs Har. Pray indulge me, Sir. 

Hea. I beg your pardon — Tour humility and rrtodefty 
will not fuffer you to perceive it. (Writes. ) - So. 

Mifs Har. " Every thing tells you, that it is you that 
" I love. 

Hea. Very welL [Writes*. 

Mifs Hat. Yes: — Yo* that I love;— do you under* 
ftand me ? 

Hea. O! yes, yes — I underffcand you— /?W it is 
You that I love, — This is very plain, my dear. 

Mifs Har. I would hate it fo. — " And tho 9 1 am at* 
•* ready hound in gratitude to you— 

Hea. In gratitude to Mr Clackit? 
• Mifs Har. Pray write, Sir* 

Hea. Well — In gratitude to you. (Writes.)— I mult 
write what ftie would have me. [Afide. 

Mils Har. " Tet my patfton is a moft difinterejled 
» one 

Hea. Mofi difinterejled one. [Writes* 

Mifs Har. " And to convince you, that you owe muck 
u more to my affecHous— 

Hea. And then ? 

Mifs Har. " / could wifh that I had not experienced— 

Hea. Stay, ftay : Had not experienced— [Writer* • 

Mifs Har, " Tour tender care of me in my infancy-*-- 

Hea% 
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Hea;. (Difiurbed.) What did you fay ? Did I tear 

right, or am I in a dream ! • [Afide* * 

Mi/ Har. Why haw: I declared my fdf ?- He'll hate 
me for my folly. [AJidt* 

Hea. Harriet f 

Mi/s Har. Sir ! * 

Hea. To whom do you write this letter t 

M't/s Har. To — to — Mr Clackit — is it not ? 

Hea* You muft not mention then the <:are of your- 
infancy ; it would be ridiculous. 

Mi/s Har. It would indeed — I own it — It is im> 
proper. — 

Hea. What, did it efeape you in your confufion ? 

Mi/s Har. It did indeed ' 

Hea. What muft I put in its place I 

Mi/s Har. Indeed I don't know. — 1 have faid mora 
than enough to make myfelf underftood. 

Hea. 'Then Fll only finifh your letter with the ufual: 
compliment, and^end it away. 

Mi/s Har. Yes — fend it away — if you think I ought 
to fend it. 
. Hea. [ Troubled. ) Ought to fend it !.— Who's there ? 

. {Enter a Servant. ) Garry this letter. 

{An aftion e/capes from Harriet, as if to hinder 
the /ending the letter.)* . 
*— la it not for Mr. Ckckit ? 

Mi/s Har {Peevi/bly \ Who can it he for ? 

Heq. {To the Servant.) Here, take this letter to Mr 
€lackit. (Gives the letter.) [■Exit Servant. 

Mi/s Har. What a terrible fituation ! .[Afide. 

Hea. I am thunderftruck ! . [Afide. 

Mi/s Har I cannot fpeak another word* [Afide* 

Hea. My prudence fails me ! [<4fide. 

Mi/s Har. He difapproves my paffion, and I (hall 
die with confufion. [Afide. 

Enter Lucy. 

Luc. The converfatton is over* and' I may. appear* 
{Afide.) — >ir Charles is without, Sir, and is impatient 
to know your determination;— May he be permitted 
t9 fee you ? 

Mea. {Afide.) I, muft retire to conceal my weakness. 

[Exit. 
Luc.. 
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Lmc. Upon my word, this is very whimfical.— What 
is the reafon, Mifs, that your guardian is gone away 
without giving mc an anfwer ? 

Mifs Har. What a eontempt he muft have for me, to 
behave in this manner I [JSxi fc 

Luc. Extremely well this, and equally fooliih on 
both fides !— — But what can be the meaning of it ?— 
Ho, ho-— I think I have a glimmering at laft. — Sup- 
pofe (he (hou'd not like young Shatter- brains after all ; 
and indeed (he has never abfolutely faid (he did ; who 
knows but (he has at laft opened her mind to my good 
mafter, and he finding her tafte pike that of other girls 
at her age) raoft particularly ridiculous, has not been 

fo complaifant as he nfed to be. What a fltame it is 

that I don't know more of this matter, a wench of fpi- 
rit as I am, a favourite of my miftrefs, and as inquifr. 
tive as I ought to be ! It is an affront to my chara&er* 
and I muft have fatisfa&ion immediately. — (Going.) I 
will go directly to my young miftrefs; teafe her to deaths 
till I am at the bottom of this ; and if threatening, 
foothing, fcolding, whifpering, crying, and lying, will 
not prevail, I will e'en give her warning, and go upon 
tfceftage. 

Enter Heartly. 

Hea. The more I reflect upon what has pafs'd, the 
more I am convinced that (he did not intend writing to* 

this yonng fellow. What am I to think of it then? 

—Let a man be ever fo much upon his guard againft 
the approaches of vanity, yet he will find himfelf weak 
in that quarter.— - Had not my reafon made a little 
ftaod againft my preemption, 1 might have interpreted 
fome of Harriet's words in my own favour ; but —I 
may well blu(h, though alone, at my extravagant folly ! 
*~ — 4 Can it be poflible that fo young a creature fhou'd 
1 even caft a thought of that kind upon me ? Upon 
* me ! Prefumptuous vanity {'—No, no :— I will 
do her and myfelf the juftice to acknowledge^ that^ for 
a rcry few flight appearances, there are a thoufand rca* 
fons that deftroy fo ridiculous a fuppofition. 
Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. Well, Mr Heartly, what arc we to hope 

He*. 
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Ilea. Upon my word, Sir, I am ftill in the dark J we 
- puzzle about, indeed, but we don't get forward. 

Sir Cha. What the devil is the meaning of all this? 
There never fure were lovers fo difficult to bring toge- 
ther. But have you not been a little too rough with 
the lady ? For as I pafs'd by her but now, (he feem'd a 

little out of humour and, upon my faith, not the le& 

beautiful for a little pouting. 

Hea. Upon my word, Sir Charles, what I cam col- 
lect from he* behaviour is, that your nephew h not £o 
much in her good graces as he made you believe* 

Sir Cha. 'Egad, like enough* But hold, hold, 

this muft be look'd a little into; if it is fo, I 

wou'd be glad to know, why, and wherefore, I haw 

been made fo ridiculous Eh, Mr Heartly, does he 

.take me for his fool, his beaft, his Merry Andrew i By 
the Lord Hany — 

Hea. In him a little vanity is excufable. 

Sir Cha. I am his vanity's humble fervant for that 
though. — 

Hea, He is of an age, Sir Charles — 

Sir Cha. Ay, of an age to be very impertinent ; but 
1 (hall defire him to be kfs free with his uncle for the 
future, I allure him. 

Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. I have it, I have it, Gentlemen ! You need not 
puzzle any more about the matter. — I have got the fie- 
cret. — I know the knight-errant that has wounded our 
diftrefsM lady. 

Sir Cha. Well, and who,, and what, child ? 

Luc. What, has not me told you, Sir! [To Heartly. 

Hea. Not directly. 

Luc. So much the better. What pleafure it is to 

difcover a fecret, and then tell it to all the world 1 ■ I 
prefs'd herfo much, that (he at laft confefs'd. 

Sir Cha Well, what? 

Luc. i hat, in the firft place, (he did not like your 
nephew. ^ 

Sir Cha. Audi I told the puppy fo. 

Luc That flie had a mod mortal antipathy for the. 
young men of this age ; and that (he had. fettled her af- 
fedions upon one of riper years, and riper underltandingv 

Si* 
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Sir Cha.. Indeed! 

Luc. 'And that me expected from a lover in his au- 
tumn, more affection, more complaifance, more con- 
ftancy, and more difcretion of courfe. 

Hca. This is very particular. 

Sir Cha. Ay, but it is very prudent for all that. 

Luc. In fhort, as (he had openly declared againft the 
icphew, I took upon me to fpeak of his uncle. 

Sir Cta. Of me, Child? 

Luc. Yes, of you, Sir ■ And (he did not fay me 

nay but caft fuch a look, and fctch'd fuch a figh, 

— that if ever I look'd and figh'd in my life, I know 
how it is with her. 

Sir Cha. What the devil !— Why furely— Eh, Lucy ! 
You joke for certain. — Mr Heartly! — Eh! 

Luc. Indeed I do not, Sir. 'Twas in vain forme 

to fay that nothing could be fo ridiculous as fuch a 
choice. — Nay, Sir, 1 went a little farther, (you'll ex- 

cufe me), and told her Good God, Madam, faid I, 

why, be is old and gouty, aflhmatic, rheumatic, fciatic, 
fpleen-atic. — It fignified nothing, me had determined. 

Sir Cha. But you need not have told her all that. 

Hca. J am perfuaded, Sir Charles, that a good heart 
and a good mind will prevail more with that young la- 
dy, than the more fafhionable accomplishments. 

Sir Cha. I'll tell you what, neighbour, fhave had my 
days, and have been well receiv'd amopg the ladies, I 

have- But in truth, I am rather in my winter than 

my autumn ; (he mud mean fomebody elfe. Now I 
think again — it can't be me. — No, no, it can't be me. 

Luc. But I tell you it is, Sir You are the man— 

Her ft ars have decreed it 5 and what they decree, though 
ever fo ridiculous, muft come to pafs. > 

Sir Cha. Say you fo ? Why then, Monfieur ne- 
phew, I mail have a little laugh with you — Ha, ha, ha! 

The tidbit is not for you, my nice Sir Your betters 

muft be fcrv'd before you. — But here he comes — Not a 
word for your life. We'll laugh at him mod trium- 
phantly — Ha, ha! but mum, murm 

Enter Y. Clackit. (Muftc plays without.) * 

T. Cla. That will do mod divinely well. Bravo, 

bravo, Melfieurs Vocal aad Instrumental !— Stay in that 

chadaber, 
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chamber, and I will let you know the time for your ap- 
pearance. ( To the Miificiam.y— -—Meeting by accident 
with fame artifts of the firing* and my particular friends* 
I have brought 'em to celebrate Mifs Harriet's and my 
approaching happinefs. [To Heartly. 

Sir Cha. Do you hear the puppy i [To Lucy. 

Hea. It is time to clear up all miftakes. 

Sir Cha. Now for it. 

Hea. Mifs Harriet, Sir, was not deitiuM for yon. 

T.Cla. What do you fay, Sir? 

Hea. That the young lady has fix'd her afFe&ion* 
upon another* 

T Cla, Upon another ! 

Sir Cha. Yes, Sir, another: That is Englirti, Sir; 

and you may tranflate it into French, if you like it better. 

Y. Cla. Vons etes bien drole, mon oncIe.—Ha> ha 1 

Sir Cha, Ay, ay, (how your teeth, you have nothing 
clfe for it— —But fhe has fix'd her heart upon another* 
I tell you. 

Y. Cla* Very well, Sir, extremely well. 

Sir Cha. And that other, Sir, is one to whom you 
owe great refpe&. 

Y. Cla. 1 am his mo&iefpectful humble fervant. 

Sir Cba. You are a fine youth, my fweet nephew, to> 
tell me a (lory of a cock and a bull, of you and the 
young lady, when you have no more intereft in her 
than the' Czar of Mufcovy. 

Y. Cla. {fouling.) But, my dear uncle, don't carry 
this j eft too far — I (hall begin to be uneafy. 

Sir Cha. Ay, ay, I know your vanity : — You think 
now that the women are all for you young fellows. — 

T. Cla* Nine hundred and ninety -nine in athoufand* 
I believe, uncle : — Ha, ha, ha ! 

Sir Cha. You'll make a damn'd fooliih figure by and 
by, Jack. 

T. Cla. Whoever my precious rival is, he muft pre- 
pare himfielf for a little humility; for be he ever fo 

mighty, my dear uncle, 1 have that in my pocket will 
lower his top-fails for him. [Searching his pockets* 

Sir Cla Well, what's that ? 

T. Cla. A fourteen pounder only, my good uncle — 
A letter from the lady. [Takes it out of his pocket. 
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Sir Cha. What, toyou? 

T. Cla. To me, Sir — This moment receivM* and o- 
vcrflowing with the tendered fentiments. 

Sir Cha.' To you ? 

Y.Cla. Moft undoubtedly. — 'She reproaches me with 
my exceffive modefly. — There can be no miftake. 

Sir Cha. What letter is this he chatters about ? 

[To Heartly. 

Hea. One written by me, and dt&ated by the young 
lady. 

Sir Cha. What! fent by her to him? 

Hea. I believe fo. 

'Sir Cha. Well, but then How the devil——— 

Mrs Lucy ! Eh ! What becomes of your fine 

ftory ? 

Luc. I don't underftand it. 

Sir Cha. Nor I! 

Hea. {Sefttating ) Nor— 1 - 

Y. Cla. But I do, — and fo you will all prefently.— 
Well, my dear uncle, what! are you afloniflicd, petri- 
fy*d, annihilated? 

Sir Cha. With your impudence, Jack ! —But I'll 
fee it out. 

Enter Mifs Harriet 

Mifj Har. Bicfs me, vlr rieartly, what is all this 
mufic for iu the next room ? 

Y. Cla. I brought the gentlemen of the firing, Ma- 
demoifelle, to convince you that I feel, as I ought, 

the honour you have done me (Jbonying the letter.) 

But for Heaven's fake, bt (Ulcere a little with ihefe good 
folks : they tell me here that 1 am nobod , and there is 
another happier than myfelf ; and for the foul of me, I 
don't know how to believe them. — Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Cha.. Let us hear Mifs fpeak. 

Mifs Har. »t is a moft terrible tafk : but I am com- 
pell'd to it ; and to hefitate any longer wou'd be inju- 
rious to my guardian, his friend, this young gentleman j 
and my own character. 

Y. Cla. Molt judicious, upon my foul. 

Sir Cha. Hold your tongue, Jack. . 

Y. Cla. 1 am dumb. 

Mifs Har. You have all been in an error.-— —My 
Vol. I. ' C bafh- 
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baftifulnefs may have deceived you— -My heart never 
did.— 

T.CIa. Ceftvrai. 

Mifs Har. Therefore, before I declare my fentiments, 
it is proper that I difavow any engagement :— But at 
the fame time mud confefs— 
r. Cla. Ho— ho!— 
Mifs Har. With fear and fhame confefs 
T. Cla. Courage, Mademolfelk 7 
Mifs Har. That another, not you, Sir, has gain'd a 

•power over my heart. [To Y. Clackit. 

Sir Cha. Another, not you; mind that, Jack. Ha! ha I 

Mifs Har, it is a power indeed which he defpifes 

I cannot be deceived in his conduct. — Modefty may tie 
the tongue of our fex, but file nee in him could proceed 
only from contempt. 

Sir Cha. How prettily (he reproaches me ! — But I'll 
foon make it up with her. 

Mils Har. As to that letter, Sir. your error there is 
cxculable ; and I own myfelf in that particular a little 

blameable. Put it was not my fault that it was fent 

to you; and the contents muft have told you, that it 
could not poffibly be meant for you. [To Y. Clackit* 
Sir Cha. Proof pofitive, Jack: — Say no more. — Now 
is my time to begin. — Hem! — hem ! — Sweet young 
lady! — hem ! — whofe charms are fo mighty, fo fjrtran- 
fcending every thing that we read of in hiftoiy or fable, 
how could you poffibly think that my filence proceeded 
from contempt ? Was it natuial or prudent, think you, 
for a man of fixty-five, nay, jufl entering into his fixty- 
fixth year — 

T. Cla. Mifericorde! What, is my uncle my rival! 
Nay then I fhallburft, by Jupiter! — Ha! ha! ha! 

Mifs Har. Don't imagine, Sir, that to me your age is 
any fault 

Sir Cha. (Bowing.) You are very obliging, Madam. 
Mifs Har Neither is it, Sir, a merit of that extraor- 
dinary nature, that I mould facrifice to it an inclination 
which I have conceived for another. 
Sir Cha. How is this? 

T Cla. Another! not you — mind that, uncle, 
Luc. What is the meaning of all this? 

a T. 
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Y. Cla. Proof pofitive, uncle — <and very pofitive. 

Sir Cha. I have been led into a miftake, Madam, which 
I hope you will excufe ; and I have made myfelf very ri- 
diculous, whi< h I hope I (hall forget : — And fo, Madam, 
I am your humble fcrvant.— This young lady hat 
fomething very extraordinary about her. 

Hea. What I now fee, and the remembrance of what 
is paft, force me to break lilence. 

T. Cla. Ay, now for it. — Hear him — hear htm.—' 

Hea. O my Harriet! — I too mud be difgraced in my 
turn.— Can you think that I have feen and convers'dt 
with you unmovM? — Indeed I have not.— The more I 
was fenfible of your merit, the flronger were my motives 
to ftiffe the ambition of my heart. — But now I can no 
longer refifl the violence of my paflion, which cads me 
at your feet,, the mod unworthy indeed of all your ad- 
mirers, but of all the moft affectionate. 

T. Cla. So, fo, the moon has changed, and the grown 
gentlemen begin to-be frifky. 

Luc. What, mymafter in love too!— I'll never trail 
thefe tye-wigs again. [Afide* 

Mifs Hat. I have rcfufed my hand to Sir Charles and 
this young gentleman : The one accufes me of caprice*, 
the other of Gfigukrity. — Should I refafe my hand a 
third time {fmiling)^ I might draw upon myfelf a more 
fcvere reproach 5 — and therefore I accept your favou r r 
Sir, and will endeavour to deferve it. 

Hea. And thus I fcal my acknowledgments, and from? 
henceforth devote my every thought, and all my fervices, 
to the author of my happinefs. [K*JF* S bet hand. 

• Luc. since matters are fo well fettled, give me leave, . 

* Sir, to congratulate you on your fuccefs, and my 

' young lady on her judgment. — You have my tafte ex- 

• ac\ly, Mifs ; ripe fruit for my money : when it is too> 
1 green, it fets one's teeth on edge ; and when too mel~ 
1 low, it has no flavour at all.' 

Sir Cha. ' Hold your tongue, you baggage, {To Lu> 
1 cy.J' — Well, my dear difcreet nephew, are you fatis- 
fied with the fool's part you have given me, and play'd* 
yourfeif, in the farce? 

T. Cla. What would you have me fay, Sir? 1 am too> 

much a philofopher to fret myfelf becaufe the wind; 

Cm which? 
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which was caft this morning is now weft. — The poor 
girl in pique has kill'd herfelf, to be reveng'd on me ; 
but hark ye, Sir, I believe lieartly will be curfed ma4 
to have me live in bis neighbourhood. — A word to the 
wife. 

Sir Cha. Thou haft a moft incorrigible vanity, Jack, 
and nothing can < ure thee. — Mr Heaitly, I have fenfe 
enough, and fricndftiip enough, not to be uneafy at your 
happinefs. / 

. Hea. I hope, Sir Charles) that we (hall ftill continue 
to live as neighbours and friends. For you, my Harriet, 
words cannot exprefs my wonder or my joy; my future 
conduct muft tell you what a fenfe 1 have of my happi* 
cef6, and how much I (hall endeavour to deferve it* 

For ev'ry charm that ever yet blefs'd youth, 
Accept compliance, teudernefs, and truth; 
My friendly care (hall change to grateful love, 
And the fond hufband ftill the Guardian prove. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written. ^MrGARRIC K„ 

Andfpoken by M* WOODWARD. 

pROLOG UES precede the piece-* — in mournful verfe^ 

As undertakers walk before the berfe ; 

rVbofe doleful march mayfrike the harden d mind. 

And •wake its feelings ■ f or the dead behind, 

To-night no fmuggled f cents from France zuejboiv, 

Tit Engl'.Jb Englifb, Sirs ! from top to /♦/.- 

Tho toarfi the colours, and the hand unfkill d % 
frm nal.lifc our. little (loth is f 11' d. 
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PROLOGUE. 



The hero is a youth, by fate deftgn'd 

For culling fimples; but whofiflagofruck mind. 

Nor fate could role, nor bis indentures bind. 

A place tbere is where fuch young Quixotes meet; 

r Tis calVdtbe SPOUTiNG-CLlJB, a glorious treat I 

Where * prtntic d kings alarm the gaping freet f 

There Brutus farts and fares by midnight taper; 

Who all the DAT enafts—a woollen draper. 

There Hamlet's gbofi folks firth witf doubt' df/l, J 

Cries out -with hollow voice, " Lift, Lift, O Lift!*' V 

And frightens Denmark's prince a young tobacconif* > 

Thefpirit too, dear d from his deadly white, 

'Jtifes —a baberdajher to thefgbt ! 
Not young attorneys have this rage witbfood, ^ 

Butthange their pens for trun cheons, ink/or blood ; V 

And (f range reverfe 1 J die for their country's good. > 

To check theft heroes, and their laurels crop, 

To bring 'em bad to reafon and their SHOP, 

Our author wrote. Oyou, Tom, Dick, Jack, Will ! 

Who bold the balance, or who gild the pill; 

Who wield the yard, and jimp ring pay your court r 
And at each fouri/bf nip an inch toojbort ! 
&uit not your Jhops; there thrift and prof t call, 

Whilf here young gentlemen are apt to fall / [Bell riHga~ 

Butfoft I the prompter calls ' brief let me be- 
Here groans you'll hear, andfying apples fee, 
Be damnd, perhaps. Farewell I Remember me. 



ACT L 

Scene I. Enter Wingate ^WSiwon^ 

WlKGATB. 

NAY, nay, but I tell you I am convinced — I know 
it is fo — And fo, friend, don't you think to trifle 
with me : — I know you're in the plot, you fcoundrel ;. 

and if you don't difcover all, I'll 

Sim. Dear heart, Sir, you won't give a body time. 
Win. Zookers! a whole month, miffing, and no ac- 
count of him far or near — Wounds! 'tis unaccountable 

Look ye, friend don't you pretend— 

Sim. Lord, Sir, you're fo main paflionate, yoa 

won't let a body fpeak. 

Win. Speak out then,— and don't ftand muttering. 
* ' —«• What 
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— — « What a lubberly fellow you are! Ha! bal*— 
Why don't you fpeak out, you blockhead? 

Sim. Lord, Sir, to be fure the gentleman is a fine young 
gentleman, and a fweet young gentleman — but, lack-a- 
day, Sir, — how fhould 1 know any thing of him? 

Win. Sirrah, I fry he could not be 'prentice to your 
mafter (o long, and you live fo long in one houfe with* 
kim, without knowing his haunts and all his ways— 
And then, varlet, what brings you here to my houfe fa 
often? 

Sim. My matter Gargle and I, Sir, are fo uneafy about 
no, that 1 have been running all over the town fince 
morning to inquire for un ; —and fo in my way, I thought 
I might as well call here.— 

Win. A villain, to give his father all this trouble 
And fo you have not heard any thing of him, friend I 

Sim. Not a word, Sir, as I hope for marcy ;. tho\ as- 
sure as you are there, I believe 1 can guefs what's come 
on un. As fure as any thing, Matter, the gy plies have 
gotten hold on un ; — • and we fhall have un come home 
4 as thin as a rake. — like the young girl in the city,-—* 
* with living upon nothing but crulis and water for fix- 
*• and-twenty days/ 

Win* The gypfies have got hold of him, ye blockhead! 
—Get out of the room Here you, Simon 

Sim* Sir 

Win. Where are you going in fuch a hurry ? Let 

me jfcc; what muft be done? A ridiculous numfkull* 

Alnih his damned Cajjanders and Ckppatras .and trum- 
pery? with his Romances* and his CUyffey Popes ■, and 

a parcel of rafcals not with a groat: -wearing ftonc 

buckles, and cocking his hat ; — I never wear it one 
buckles — never cock my hat— But, zookers, I'll not 
put myfelf in a paflion. — Simon, do you ftep back to 
your mailer, my friend Gargle, and tell him I want to 
fpeak with him — Though 1 don't know what I mould 
fend for him for— a fly, flow, helitating blockhead ! 
he'll only plague me with his phyfical cant and his 
nonfenfe— — Why don't you go, you booby, when I bid 
you? 

Sim Yes, Sir [Ezit. 

' Win* This fellow will be the death of me at iait 

I 
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I can't flcep in my bed fometimes for him. An atr«" 

furd infignificant rafcal to ftand in his own light f 

—Death and fury, that we can't get children, with- 
out having a love for 'em ! — I have been turmoiling for 
the fellow all the days of my life, and now the fcoun- 

drel's run away Suppofe. I advertife the dog, and 

promife a reward to any one that can give an account of 

him Well but— why mould I throw awayTtfJ*^ 

money after him? Why, as I don't fay what reward, 

I may give what 1 pleafe when they come Ay, but 

if the villain mould deceive me, and happen to be dead, 

■ why then he tricks me out of two millings my 

money's flung into the fire Zookers, I'll not put my- 

felf in a paflion let him follow his nofe 'tis no* 

thing at all to me what care I ? What do you 

come back for, friend? 

Re-enter Simon. 

Sim. As I was going out, Sir, the poft came to the 
door, and brought this letter. 

Win. Let me fee it The gypfies have got hold of 

him! ha ! ha ! what a pretty fellow you are ! ha ! ha! 
Why don't you flop where I bid you, Sirrah? — 

Sim. Yes, Sir. [Exit: 

Win. Well, well,— I'm refolved, and it fhall be fo— 
I'll advertife him to-morrow morning, and promife, if 
he comes home, all (hall be forgiven ? — And when the 
blockhead comes, I may do as I pleafe — ha! ha! I may 
do as I pleafe! — Let me fee: — He had on — a filver* 
loop'd hat ; — I never liked thofe vile filver loops : — A 
filver-loopM hat ; — and— and — Slidikins, what fignifies 

what he had on ; I'll read my letter, and think no 

more about him. Hey! what a- plague have we here? 

{mutters to him/elf,) Briftol a what's all this? — 

" Ffteemed Friend t 

" Laft was 20th ultimo, fince none of thine ; which 
u will occafion brevity. The reafon of my writing to 
«'• thee at prefenfc, is to inform thee, that thy fon came i 

" to our place with a company of ftrollers, who were ' 

" taken up by the magistrate, and committed as vaga- 
" bonds to jail." 

Zookers ! I am glad of it — a villain of a fellow ! . Let 
him lie there— 
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u I am forry thy lad mould follow fuch profane courfes; 
*• but out of the efteem I bear unto thee, I have taken 
" thy boy out of confinement, and feut him off for your 
** city in the waggon, which left tliis four days ago. He 
" is consigned to thy addrefs ; being the needful from 
" thy friend and fervant, 

u Ebeenetzer Broadbrim " 

Wounds ! what did he take the fellow out for ?— *p 
fcoundrel, rafcal — turn'd (lage* player ! — I'll never (ec 
the villain's face. — Who comes there ?— 
Enter Simon. 

Sim. I met my mailer on the way, Sir j— our caret 
are over;— ——Here he is, Sir. 

Win. Let him come in— and do you go down flairs, 
you blockhead.— [Exit Simon. 

Enter Gargle* 

Win. So, friend Gargle Here's a fine piece of work 

Dick's turned vagabond*— 

G*r. He muft be put under t proper regimen direft- 
ly, Sir — He arrived at my houfe within thefe ten mi- 
nutes ; but in fuch a trim—He's now below ft airs— I 
judged it proper to leave him there till 1 had prepared 
you for his reception. .. 

Win. Death and fire! what could put it into the vil- 
lain's iKad to turn buffoon ? 

Gar. Nothing fo edfily accounted fori — Why, when 
he ought to be reading the Difpenfatory, there was he 
Cpnilantly reading oyer plays, and faroes, and Shake- 
jpeare. 

Witt. Ay, that damn'd Sbakefpeart! — I hear the fel- 
low was nothing but a deer-dealer in I¥ar<wickjhire.-** 
Zookers, if they had hanged him out of the way, he 
would not now be the ruin of honed mens children. — 
But what right had he to read Shake fpeare ? — I never 
read Sbakefpeare !->— Wounds! 1 caught the rafcal my- 
felf reading that nonfenfical play of Hamblci, where the 
prince is keeping company with ftrollers and vagabonds: 
A fine example, Mr Gargle! 

Gar. His diforder is of the malignant kind, and my 
daughter has taken the infection from him — Blefs my 
heart! — (he was as innocent as water -gruel till he fpoilt 
her; — I found her the other night in the very fact. 

Win. 



34 THE APPRENTICE. 

. Win. Zookers ! you don't fay fo ! caught her in 

thefaa?— • 6 

Gar: Ay, io the very fac*k of reading a play book in 
bed. 

Win 9 O, is that the fad you mean ? — Is that all ?— 
tho' that's bad enough. ■ 

Gar. But I have dpne for my young madam : — I 
have confined her to her room, and locked up all her 
books. 

Win. Look ye, friend. Gargle, I'll never fee the vil- 
lain's face: — Let him follow his nofc, and bite the 
bridle.— 

Gar. Lenitives, Mr Wingate — lenitives are propereft 

at prefent : His habit requires gentle alteratives :— 

but leave him to my management;— about twenty ounces 
of blood, with a cephalic tincture,— and he may do very 
Well. 

Win, Where is the fcoundrel? 
- Gar. Dear Sir, moderate your anger, and don't ufe 
fuch harm language. 

Win- Harm language ! — Why, do you think, man, 
Pd call him a fcoundrel, if I had not a regard for him? 
—You don't hear me call a ftranger a fcoundrek 

Gar. Dear Sir, he may Hill do very well; the boy hat- 
very good fentiments.— 

r Win* Sentiment ! a fig for fentiment ; let him get 
money, and never mifs an opportunity— I never miffed 
an opportunity; got up at five in the morning, — (truck 
a light — made my own fire — worked my fingers ends— 
and this vagabond of a fellow is going his own way—- With 
all my heart — what care I ? — let him follow his nofe-*- 
let him follow his nofe— a ridiculous— 

Gar Ay, ridiculous indeed, Sir — Why, for a long 
time pad, he could not converfe in the language of com- 
mon fenfe. Afk him but a trivial queiiion, and he*d 
give fomc cramp anfwer out of fome of his plays that 
had been running in his head; and fo there's no under- 
ftanding^a word he fays. 

Win. Zookers ! this comes of his keeping company 
with wits, and be damn'd to 'cm for wits — ha! ha!— 
Wits! a fine thing indeed — ha! ha! *Tis the mod beg- 
garly, rafcally,— contemptible thing on earth. — 

Gar. 
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Gar. And then, Sir, I have found out that he went 
three times a-week to a fpouting'-club. 
Win. A fpoutingrclub, friend Gargle !— What's a 

fpouting-club I 

Gar. A meeting of 'prentices and clerks, and giddy 
young men* intoxicated with plays ; and fo they meet 
in public-houfe8 to a£t fpeeches ; there they all neglect 
buimefs, defpife the advice of their friends, and think 
of nothing but to become a&ors. 

Win. You don't fay fo ! — A fpouting club ! wounds, 
I believe they are all mad. 

Gar. Ay, mad indeed, Sir. — Madnefs is occasioned 
in a vefy extraordinary manner : — the fpirits flowing in 
particular channels — 

Win. 'Sdeath, you're as mad yourfelf as any of 
them. 

Gar. And continuing to run in the fame dufts 

Win. Ducks I damn your ducks. ■ -Who's below 
there? 

Gar. The texture of the brain becomes diforder'd, 
and [Wingate nvaiks about uneajily^ and Gargle follows] 
thus, by the preflure on the nerves, the head is difturb- 
ed f and fo your ion's malady is contrafted. 

Win. Who's without there ? Don't plague me fo, 

man. 

Gar. But I (hall alter the morbid ftate of the juices, 
eorre& his blood, and produce laudable chyle. 

Win. Zookers, friend Gargle, don't teaze me fo — 
Don't plague me with your phyfical nonfenfe— .Who's 
below there ? — J ell that fellow to come up 

Gar. Dear Sir, be a little cool Inflammatories 

may be dangerous. — Do, pray, Sir, moderate your paf- 
fions. - 

Win. Prithee be quiet, man I'll try whaLl can 

do . ■ Here he comes. 

Enter Dick. 

Dick. Now, my good father, what's the matter ? * 

Win. So, friend, — you have been upon youc travels, 

have you? You have had your frolic? — Look ye, 

young man — I'll not put myfelf in a paflion : — But, 
death and fire, you fcoundrel, — what right have you to 

plague 
* Hamlet. 
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plague me In this manner ?— — Do you think I muft 
fall in loye with your face, beeaufe 1 am your father ? 

Dick A little more than .kin, andltffe than kind *. 

Win. Ha ! ha !— what a pretty figure you cut n&vri 
-—ho ! ha !-*-*Why don't you fpeak* you bk»ckh*Sd ?— r 
Have you nothing to fay for yourfttf ? 

Dick. Nothing to fay for yourself !—— What an oM 
prig it is ! [Afide. 

Win. Mind me, friend— I hare found you out— —I 
fee you'll never come to good.— —Turn ftage-player ! 
Wounds, you'll not have an eye in your head^ in a month 
—ha! ha!— --you'll have 'em knocked out of the 
fockets with withered apples-— remember I tell you fo. 

Dick. A critic tool (ivhift/es.) Well done, old 
Square - toes-*— — 

Win. Look ye, young man — take notice of what I 
fay :— I made my own fortune, and I could do the fame 
again. Wounds! — if 1 were placed at the bottOn of 
Chancery-Lane, with a brufh and black-ball— I'd make 

my own fortune again You read bhakefycare ! — get 

Cocker's arithmetic — you may buy it- for a milling on 
any ftall — belt book that ever was wrote. 

Dick. Pretty well that; — ingenious, faith! — Egad, 
the old fellow has a pretty notion of letters. • 

Win. Can you tell how much is five eighths of three 
fifteenths of a pound f — Five eighths of thrle fixteenths 
of a pound — Ay, ay, I fee you* re a .blockhead. — Look 
ye, young man — if you have a mind to thrive in this 
world, ftudy figures, and make yourfelf ufeful — make 
yourfelf ufeful. 

Dick, f How weary, ftale, flat, and unprofitable, feem 
to me all the ufes of this world! 

Win* Mind the fcoundrel now ! 

Gar. Do, Mr Wiogate, let me fpeak to him— foftly, 

foftly — I'll touch him gently. Come, come, young 

man, lay afule this fulky humour, and fpeak as becomes 
a fon. 

Dick* % O Jephtha, judge of Ifrael, what a treafure 
hadft thou! 

Win* What does the fellow fay ? 

Gar. 

• Hamlet. f Ditt0 * J DItt «- 
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Gar. He relents, Sir— —Come! come! young man, 
he'll forgife. — 

Dick. * They fool me to the top of my bent.— Gad, 
1'H hum 'em, to get rid of 'em.— A truant difpofition, 
good my lord.— —No, no; ftay, that's not right— I 
have a better fpecch.— " + It is as you fay— when we 
" are fober, and reflect but ever fe little on our follies, 
" we are afhamed and forry; and yet the very next mi- 
u nute we ruth again into the very fame abfurditics." 

Win. Well faid, lad, well faid — mind me, friend: 
Commanding our own paffions, and artfully taking ad- 
vantage of other peoples, is the fure road to wealth- 
Death and fire ! — but I won't put ntyfelf in a paffion : 
'Tis my regard for you makes me fpeak ; anil if I 
tell you you're a fcoundrel, 'tis for your good. 

Dick. Without doubt, Sir. {Stifling * laugh. 

Win. If you want any thing, you (hall be provided : 
— — Have you any money in your pocket ? — ha ! ha ! 
What a ridiculous nunulcull you are now ?— ha ! ha !— 
Come, here's fome money for you. — {Pulls out his mo- 
ney ', and looks at ft.)—* I'll give it to you another time ; 
and fo you'll mind what I fay to you, and make your- 
feif ufeful for the future 

Dick. % Elfe wherefore breathe I in a Christian land! 

Win. Zookers, you blockhead, you'd better Hick to 
your bufinefs, than turn buffoon, and get truncheons 
broke upon your arm, and be tumbling upon carpets.— 

Dick* \\ I fhall in all my b<:ft obey you, Sir ' 

Win. Very. well, friend very well faid you 

may do very well if you pltafe ; and fo I'll fay no more 
to you, but make yourfelf ufeful ; and fo now go and 
clean yourfelf, and make ready to go home to your bu- 
finefs And raind me ? young man; — let me fee no 

more play -books, and let me never find that you wear a 

lae'd w a ill coat you fcoundrel, what right have you 

to wear a lae'd waiftcoat ? — I never wore a lae'd waift* 
coat — never wore one till I was forty — But I'll not put 
myfelf in a paffion — go and change your drefs, friend. 

Dick. I fhall, Sir. 

Vol.1. D I 



* Hamlet. f Sufpicious Hufbaad. t Richard III. 
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* I mdk be cruel, only to be kind : 

Thus bad begins, but worfe remains behind. 
Cocker's arithmetic, Sir? 

Wi». Ay, Cocker^ anthmcti o ■ Study figure*, and 
they'll carry you through the world. 

Dick. Yes, ^{J^malaagL) Cocker's atitlim* 
tic! [Exit. 

Wingate and Gargle* 

Win. Let him mind me, friend Gargle, and I'll make 
a man of him. 

Gar. Ay, Sir, you know the world — the young man 
will <do very wel l ■ I wi(h he were out of hi* time; he 
{hall then have my daughter— * 

Win. Yes ; but I'll touch the cam— -he (han't finger 
it during my life — I mult keep a tight hand over him— 

iCui to the door.) Do you. hear, friend—mind what 
fay, and go home to your bufinefs immediately.—— 
Friend Gargle, I'll make a man of him. 
Enter Dick. 

Dick, f Who call'd on Achmet ? Did not Barba- 

rofla require me here ? 

Win. What's the matter now?— Bar&faf— Wounds! 

what's Barojfa? Does the fellow call me names? 

What makes the blockhead ftand in fuch confufion ? 

Dick. That BarbarofTa mould fufpe& my truth ! 

Win. The fellow's ftark flaring mad Get out of 

the room, you villain, get out of the room. 

Gar. Come, come, young man, every thing is eafy.; 

don't fpoil all again * Go and change your drefs, 

« and come home to your bufinefs.' — Nay, nay, be ru- 
led by me. [ Thru/is him off. 

Win. I'm very peremptory, friend Gargle ; if he 
vexes me once more, I'll have nothing to fay to him.— 
Well, but now I think of it 1 have Cocker's arith- 
metic below ftairs in the counting- houfe — I'll fttp and 
get it for him, and fo he (hall take it home with him. 
Friend Gargle, your fervant. 

Gar. Mr Wingate, a good evening to you — You'll 
fend him home to his bulinefs. 

Win. He (hall follow you home dirc&ly. Five eighths 
of three fifteenths of a pound !— multiply^ the nume- 
rator" 
* Hamlet. f Barbarofla. 
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ntor by the denominator 5 five times fixteen la ten times 

eight, ten times eight is eighty, and— a— a— carry 

oo«. [Exit. 

Enter Kck and Simon. 

Sim. Lord love ye, matter— I r m fo glad you're 

come back Come, we had as food e'en gang home 

to my ma&er Gargle's. 

Dick. No, no, Simon, ftay a moment— —This is Iwt 
a fcurvy coat I have on — and I know my father has al- 
ways feme jemmy thing locked np in hia-ciofet— I know 
his ways — He takes 'em in pawn ; for he'll never part 
with a Shilling without fecurity. 

Sim. Hufh f he'll hear us— -ftay, 1 beEeve he's co- 
ming up flairs. 

Dick. (Goes to the door and iiftens.) No, no, no- 
he's going down, growling apd grumbling— Ay,— fay 
ye fo I 4 * Scoundrel, rafcal — let him bite the bridle 
• f Six times twelve is feventy-two.*'— — All's fafe, man, 

never fear him Do you ftand here— I (hall difpatch 

this bufinefs in a crack. 

Sim. Bleffiags on him ! what is he about now ?■ ■ ■ ■ 
Why, the door is locked, matter. 

Did. Ay, but I can eafiry force the lock — you (hall 
fee me de it as well as any Sir John Brute of 'em all— 
this right leg here is the be ft lockfmith in England— fo, 
fo— [Forces the door, and goes in. 

Sim. He's at his plays again— — Od<Ps my heart, 
he's a rare hand — he'll go through with it, I'll warrant 
)um Old Cojer muft not fmoke that I have any con- 
cern—I muft be main cautious— Lord blefs his heart, 
he's to teach me to aft Scrub.— —He begun wkh me 
long ago, and I got as far as the Jefuit before a went 
out of town ! ■■ ' * * Scrub— Coming, Sir.— Lord, 
* Ma'm, I've a whole packet full of news — fome fay 
'< one thing, and fome fay another ; but, for my part,' 
41 Ma'm— I believe he's a Jefuit"— —that's main- plea- 

fimt « / believe he's a Jefwt." 

Re-enter Dick. 

Dick, f I have done the deed— — Didft thou not hear 
a noifc? 

Sim. No, matter ; we're all fnug. 

D a Dick. 

* Stratagem. f Macbeth. 
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Dick. This coat wilt do charmingly 1 have bilked 

the old fellow nicely * In a dark corner of his cabi- 
net, I found this paper ; what it is the light will (how. 

" I promife to pay" ha ! — 

€i I promife to pay to Mr Moneytrap or order* on de- 
mand— — '/// bis band — a note of bis— yet more— —the 
fum of feven pounds fourteen millings and feven pence, 
value received by me 

London, this 15th June, 1775." 'Tis wanting what 

fhould follow— his name mould follow— but 'tis torn 
off — becaufe the note is paid. 

Sim. O lud ! dear Sir, you'll fpoil all 1 wifli we 

were well out of the houfe Our beft way, matter, is 

to make off dire&ly. ' 

Dick. I will, I will 5 but firft help me on with this 
coat ■ Simon, you mail be my dreffcr— you'll be fine 
and happy behind the fcenes. 

Sim. O lud ! it will be main pleafant.— I have been 
behind the fcenes in the country, when I liv'd with the 
man that fhow'd wild beaftices 

Dick. Hark ye, Simon, — when I am playing fome 
deep tragedy, and f cleave the general car with horrid 
fpeech, you muft (Land between the fcenes, and cry bit- 
terly. [Teaches him. 

Sim. Yes, Sir. 
. Dick. And when Pm playing comedy, you rmift be 
ready to laugh your guts out {teaches him) ; for I mail 

be very pleafant Tolderoll. [Dances. . 

Sim. Never doubt me, Sir. 

Dick. Very well : now run down and open the ftrcet* 
door ; I'll follow you in a crack. 

Sim. 1 am gone to fervc yoo, matter. 

Dick. % To ferve thyfelf for, look ye, Simon, 

when I am manager, claim thou of me the care o' the* 
wardrobe, with all thofe moveables, whereof the § pro- 
perty-man now ftands poffett. 

Sim. O lud! this 19 charming —Hum ! I am gone. 

[Going* 
Dick. 

* Fide the Mourning Bride. f Hamlet \ Rich. HI. 

§ The property-man; in the play-houfe phraf?, is the perfon 
who gives truncheons, daggers, &c. to the adors, as ocv.<ulon re- 
quires. 
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Dick. Weil, but hark yc, Simoo, come hithe r . 
* What money lave you about you, MaAer Matthew t 

Sim. But a tcfter r Sin 

Dick. A tefterl—That'a rWethtn* of d* kai. 
Matter Matthew— let's fee k. 

ft*. Yon ham had fifteen fineactt now— 

Dick. Never mind that— — F« pay yon att at my be? 
Befit-*-— 

&». I don't donbt that, Mader— but monv [Exit* 
Dick, j6/«/. 

t Thus far we run before the wind. A n another 
cary !— make an apothecary of mel ■■■ » f What, cramp 
my genius over a peftle and mortar ; or mew me up in 
a (hop with an alligator (tuft, and a beggarly account of 
empty boxes !— to be odHng Ample*, wd eonftantlr 
adding to the bills of mortality ! — — Nol no ! It will 
be much better to be pafted up in capitals, The part of 
Romeo by a young gentleman, nub* never appeared on any 
fiage before! My ambition fires at the thought—— 
But hold, — mayn't I run fomc chance of fading in my 
attempt? — hifltrd, —pelted,— laughed at;<— not admitted 
into the Green* room— That will never do— — $ Down^ 
bufy devil, down, down— Try it again — Lov'd by the 
women, envy'd by the men, applauded by the pit, 
clapp'd by the gallery, adnuVd by the boxes. *« Dear 
•* colonel, is not he a charming creature ¥ 9 «• My kwd, 
** don't you like him of aft things?' 9 — •* Makes love 

«• like an angel !"— « What an eye he has! fine 

♦« legs ! ■ ■ ■ I»B certainly go to his benefit."— 

Celeftial founds f And then I'll get in with all the 

painters, and have my f elf put up in ev'ry print (hop— 
m the chara&er of Macbeth ! " This is a forry fight.** 
(Stands an attitude.) In the character of Richard 
* Give me another horfe, bind up my wounds." — Thia 
will do rarely— And then I have a chance of getting 

well married— O glorious thought ! |(i By heav'ny 

I will enjoy it, though but in fancy— -—But what's 
o'clock ? — it muft be almoft nine. I'll away at once ; 

this is club-night Egad I'll go to 'em for a white— 

the fpouters are all met — little think they I'm in town, 
D 3 —they'll 

• Every Man in his Humour. f Richard HI- 

\ VuU RomeVaad Juliet. § Venice Preferv'd. g Tamerlane. 
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—they'll: be furprifed to fee me off I go ; and theft 

foe my affignation with my matter Gargle's daughter— ~ 
« Poor Charlotte !— flic's lock'd up ; but I (hall find 
« meant to fettle matters for her cfcape— She's a pretty 
• theatrical genius— If (he flies to my arms like a hawk. 
4 to its perch* it will be fo rare an adventure, andfo 
f dramatic an incident:'— 

* Limbs do your office, and fupport me well; 

Bear me but to her*, thea fail me. if you. can*. 



ACT IT. 

Scenb I. Difcovers the Spouting-club % the members pated^. 
and roaring out Bravo, 'while one Jiands at a dtftancer 
repeating— 

iftMcm. /^URS'D be your fenate, curs'd your con** 

^ ttitution; 
The. curfe of growing factions and divifions 
Still, vex your councils f-.— 

2d Mem* Don't you think his a&ion a little con* 
fin'd?: 

ift Menti Pflia! you blockhead, don't you know that 
I'm in chains? — 

2d Mem. Blockhead, fay ye? — Was not I the firft 
that took companion on. you, when you lay like a fneak* 
ing fellow under the counter, and fwept your matter's 
fhop in a morning ? when you read nothing but the 
Toung Man's Pocket- Companion, or the True Clerk's va+ 
de mecum, did not I put Chranonhotontbokgos in your 
hand ? 

AIL Bravo! bravo I: 

Preftdent. Come, gentlemen, let us have no difpute*. 
Confider, gentlemen, this is the Honourable Society of 
S pouters; and fo, to put an. end to all animofities, * read 
«■ the feventh rule of this fociety* 

4 A member reads, 

4 That bufinefs, or want of money, (hall not be re* 

« ceived. 

• Tic Orphan. f Venice. Prefery!<L 
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*ceiVed as an excufc for nan •attendance nor the anger 

* of parents or other relations ; nor the complaints of 
' our matters be ever heard ; by which means this fo* 

* ciety will be able to boaft its. own mimic heroes, and 

* be a nurfery of young a&orlings for the ftage, in fpitc, ' 

* of the mechanic genius of Our friends. 9 

Pre/1 « That is not the rule I mean :— but come/ 

* we'll fill a meafure the table rpund— Now good di»' 
gefiion wait on appetite, and health on both. 

AIL Huzza, huzza, huzza I 
. * Pre/. Come, gentlemen, let us have no quarrel*. 
*• AH* Huzza, huzza!'—— 

Scotchman. Come now, 111 gee you a touch of Mac- 
beth 

\JtMem. That will be rare. Come let's have it!— 
Scotch. What doft leer at, mon ? — I have had muckle 
.applaufe at Edinburgh, when I enacted in the Reegi- 

ceede, — and I now intend to do Macbeth 1 feed the 

degger yefterneet„and I thought I ihould ha' killed every 
one that came in my way. 

Irijhman* Standi out of the way, lads, and you'll fee 

me give a touch of Othollo, my dear — ( Takes the cork 

and burns it, and blacks his fate.) The devil burn the 

cork — it* would not do it faft enough. < 

ift Mem.. Here, here, I'll lend you a helping hand. 

[Blacks him* 
[Knocking at the door*, 
zd Mem. f Open locks, whoever knocks. 

Enter Dick. 
Dick. % How now, ye fecret, black,, and midnight' 
hags! —-what is't ye do?. 

Ail. Ha! the genius come to town— Huzza, huzza! 

—the genius 

Dick. How fare the hone ft partners of my heart?— 
Jack Hopelefs, give us your hand — Gutlderften, yours 
♦—Ha! Rofencrofs— Gentlemen? I rejoice to fee ye— 
But come, the news, the news of the town !— Has any 
thing been damn'di — Any new performers this winter ? 
—How often has Romeo and Juliet been a&ed?— Come, 
my bucks, inform me ; I want news. 
. tft Mem. You (hail know all in good time— —But 

prithee. 
* Macbeth. f Dkto, \ Ditto. 
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prithee, my dear, boy, how wis it?— Yoo playM at 

%dMem. Ay, let's have it, dear Dick. ■ 

Itei. I^k ye there now—* I^ahsro it, dear boy, 
and dear DidL— — 

ifi Mem. Nay, aay, bat bow was yon rccefvM?— — 

JDfr*. R om eo w as my part— I touched their fools lor 
*em— Every pale face from the wells waa there; and {ben 
I went— But rot 'em, never mind them— f What bloody 
fcene has Rofcius now to ae~t?— — 

iJtMem. Several things— But, Genius* whj did yon 
come to us fo late? — Why did not you cone in the be-, 
ginning of the night \ 

Dick. Why, I intended it: But who mould I meet to 
any way but friend Catcall, a devilim good critic? — and 
lb he and I went together and had our pipes, to % clofe 
the orifice of the ftomach, you know :— And what do> 
yoa think I Icarn'd of him? 

I/? Mem. I can't fay. 

Dick. Can you tell, now, whether the emphatic flvouM 
fte laid' upon the epitaph § or the fubftanthe? 

tft Mem. Why, no. 

Dick. Ever, while you Kve, lay your eaphafi* tipow 
the epitaph. 

Irijh. Arrah, my dear, but what is that fiune epitaph 
now? 

Dick. H Arrah, my dear Coufin Macdvanc, won't you 
<fut a remembrance upon me? 

Irijh. Ow! but is it mocking you are? — Look ye, my 
dear, if you'd be taking me eft — don't you call it ta- 
king off? — by my flioul I'd be making you take yourfelf 

off What ! if you're for being obftropolous, I would 

not matter you three (kips of a tea 

- Dick. Nay, prithee, no offence— I hope we mall be 

brother-players*. 

Irifb. Ow ! then we'd be very good friends i for you> 
know two of a trade can never agree, my dear. 

Scotch. Locke is certainly reet in- his chapter about 
innate ideas ; for this moo is bora without aay at all— 

and 

• Sufpidou»Huiban<L f Richard III. {^Everyman 

la hit Humour* § By msftakc for efitbet. || Stratagem. 
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and the other mon yonder, I doot, is no greet heed- 
piece* 

Dick. What do you intend to appear in I 
' Irijh. Othollo, my dear ; let me alone ; you'll fee 

how I'll bodder 'em Though, by my.fhoul, myiheif 

does not know but I'll be frightened when every thing 
is in a hub -bub, and nothing to be heard, but " Throw 

" him over"— " Over with him" "»Off, off, off the 

" ftage" — « Mufic" " Won't y' ha' fome orange- 

" chips?" — " Won't f ha' fome nonparcills ? Ow! 

—but may be the dear craturs in the boxes will be luck- 
ing at my legs— Owl to be furc^ — the devil burn the 
lack they'll give 'em. — 

. Dick. I maU certainly .laugh in the fellow's face.— — 
Irijh. Ow ! never mind it — let me alone, my dear- 
May be I'd fee a little round face from Dublin in the 
pit, may be I wou'd; but then won't I be the fir (I 'gen- 
tlemen of my name that turn'd ftage-player ? ■ ■ My 
cpufins would rather fee me ftarve like a gentleman, with 
honour and reputation — Myihelf does be aftum'd when 
I think of it.— - 

Scotch. Stay till you hear me give a fpecimen of elo- 
cution. 

Dick. What, with that impediment, Sir? 
Scotch. Impeediment ! what impeediment? I do not 
leefp— do 1 ? — I do not fqueent — 1 am well leem'd, an! 

I not ? 

^ Irijh* By my fhoul, if you go to that, I am as well 
timbered myfelf as any of them, and lhall make a figure 

in genteel and top comedy 

Scotch. I'll give you a fpecimen of Mockbeeth.— 
Irijh. Make hade, then, and I'll begin Ot hollo. 
Scotch. Is this a dagger tjhat 1 fee before me, &c. 
Irijh. (collating him ) * Willain, be fure you prove 
my love a whore, &c. 

[Another member comes forward with his face pow* 
dered, and a pipe in his hand. 3 
— —I am thy father's fpirit; Hamlet— 
Dick. Po! prithee, you're not fat enough for a 

ghoft. 

Mem. I intend to make my firft appearance in it for 

all 
* Othello, 
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cB that: oaly I'm artzzted about one thing— I want tat 
know, when 1 come on firft, whether I fhould make a 
bow to the audience* 

Dick. #%p, if you art theghoft of a gentleman, make a 
tow by all means. 

« Another Mem. Ifow,- gentlemen, for the true way of 
c dy»ng {fpreadt a blankih) — Now for a little phrenzy* 
* \Kepeats a dying fpeech, and rolls himfelf up in the 
• blanket.]' 

Watch) (behind the flexes.) Paft five o'clock, cloudy 
morning.' 

Dick. Hey! paft fire o'clock— 'Sdeath, I mall mif* 
my appointment with Charlotte——** I hare ftaid too 
long, and I fhaB lofe my profely tc.*— Come, let us ad* 
jtrarn.— — 

All Ay, let tie fatty forth — r- 

Irijh. With all my heart ; though I mould hate bod- 
der'd 'em finely if they had ftaid. 

Scotch. I mould have fheen'd in Mockbcet h ■ ■ ■ bu t 
never meend it— —I'll go now to my friend the book- 
feller, and tramlate Cornelius Tacitus, or Grotius dc 
Jure Belli— And fo, gentlemen, your Servant.—— 

• AIL Huzza, huzza !' 

Dick, f We'll (cower the water*— -confurlon to mo* 
raihy— Damn the watch* and I wkh the eouflable were 
married— Huzza, huzza! 

• Irijh. By my fhoul, myfhelf did not care if I had a 
' wife with a good fortuae, to be hindering me from go* 
1 ing on— But no matter*— I may meet wkh a wiling 
• cratur fomewhere [Exitjngiig* 

AH. Huzza, huzza ! [Exeunt. 

Scene, A Street. 
Enter a Watchman. 
Paft five o'clock, cloudy morning. Mercy on as- 
all mad, I believe, in this houfe.— They're at this trade 
three nights in the week, I think— Paft five o'clock, 
a cloudy morning, 

AIL Huzza \ IWtthut. 

Watch. What in the name of wonder are they all at? 

Hurra, hurra, without . Enter the S pouters. 
Dick. % Angels and minifters of grace defend us ! 

til 

• Venice Pre&rv'd. f Sir John Brute. J Hamkt. 
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lfiMem. * By heavens, Ml tor j on job* bj joint, 
iad ftrew this hungry duurch-yanl with yonr limb*. 

Zfci* f A vaunt, and quit my fight— thy boaes are 
manowleft— Thcre'A no {peculation in Aflfc eyes, that 
thou dot glare witfcaL 

JfctaL Prkl*c don't di&irb the peace. 

-rf Ment. $ Be fiue you write him down an aft. 

<D<0r. $ Be ali«e again, and dare me to the defert 

with thy pole take any Jhapc but that, and any inn 

nerves fedl never tremble. 

Watch. Sohoi foho! 
Enter Watchmen from all p*rtt 9 fame dmnt 9 fame c&agh- 
tag* Sec. 
zdWatoh. What's the matter there ? 
\ft Watch. Here are the difturbers of the peace ■ I 
charge 'em all— * 

JJhcA. H Unasanner'd flaw, advance your iiajbert high- 
er than my breaft, or by St Paul I'll ftrike thee down* 
aad fpurn thee, beggar, for this infoknee. 

{Theyjight; Dick is kmckeddowi. Exeunt 
Watchmen fighting the reft. 

Dick. % I have it; it will do % 'Egad 111 make 

my efcape now — O I am Fortune's fool. {Exit. 

Re-enter Watchmen* &o 
Watch. Come, bring 'em along. 
1/? Mem. ** Good ruffians, hold a while — 
id Mem. ff I am unfortunate, but not aiham'd of 
being £>• 

Watch. Come, come, bring 'cm along. [Exeunt, 

Sce«*, Another Street. 
Enter Dick, with a lanthorn and a ladder. 
All's quiet here ; the coaft's cleaT ; — now for my ad- 
venture with Charlotte— This ladder will do rarely. for 
the buGnefs — though it would be better if it were a lad* 
der of ropes— But hold; have not I feen fomething like 
this on the ftage ?— yes I have, in feme of the enter- 
tainments-— Ay, X\ \ remember an appothecary, and 
heteabout he dwells — This is my mailer Gargle's ; ■ - 
being dark, the beggar's mop is mufc— What, ho! apo- 
thecary \ 

• Romeo. fMackbeth. f Much ado about Nothing. 

§ Mackbeth. || Richard. \ Romeo. ** Revenger 

ffX)toondko. || Romeo. 
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thecary!— But foft,— what light breaks through yonder 
window!-— It is the caft, and Juliet is the fun \ arife, 
fair fun, &c. 

Char., Who's there i my Romeo? * 

Dick. The fame, my love, if it not thee difplcafe.— 

Char, Hufh ! not fo loud ; you'll waken my father. 

Dick, * Alas! there is more peril in thine eye — 

Char. Nay, but prithee now— I tell you you'll fpoil 
flll — What made you ftay fo long ? 

Dick, f Chide not, my fair, but let the god of love 
laugh in thy eyes, and revel in thy heart — 

Char, As I am a living foul, you'll ruin ev'ry thing; 
be but quiet, and I'll come down to you. \Going. 

Dick. No, no, not fo fafk — Charlotte — let us ad the 
garden -fcene firft. 

Char, A fiddleftick for the garden -fcene. 

Dick. Nayj then I'll a& Ranger— Up I go, neck or 
nothing. 

Char, Dear heart, you're enough to frighten a body 
out of one's wits — Don't come up — I tell you there's 
no occafion for the ladder — I have fettled every thing 
with Simon, and he's to let me through the (hop when 
he opens it. 

Dick, Well, but I tell you I would not give a far* 
thing for it without the ladder ; and fo, up I go. 
Enter Simon at the door. • 

Sim. Sir, Sir; Madam, Madam— 

Dick. Prithee be quiet, Simon — I am afcending the 
high top- gallant of my joy. 

Sim. A n't pleafe you, matter, my young miftrefs may 
come through the (hop — 1 am going to fweep it out, 
and (he may efcape that way faft enow. 

Char. That will do purely And fo do you flay 

where you arc, and prepare to receive me. 

\Exit from above. 

Dick. No, no, but that won't take — you (han't hin- 
der me from going through my part {goes up,) % A 

woman, by all that's lucky — neither old nor crooftetlVk 
In I go — {goes w)— and for fear of the purfuit of the 
family, I'll make fure of the ladder. 

% Sim. 

• Romeo. + Fair Penitent. \ Sufpicious Hiiband. 
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Sim. Hift, hift, matter — leave that there, to fave mc 
from being fufpe&ed. 

Dick. With all my heart, Simon. 

\Exitfrom above. 
Sim. {alone.) Lord love him, how comical he is! 
It will be fine for me, when we're playing the fool to- 
gether, to call him brother Martin. " * Brother Mar- 
«tin." 

Enter Charlotte. 
Char. lud! I am frighted out of my wits; where 
is he ? 

Sim, He's a-coming, Ma'am— [calls to him) u Bro- 
«' ther Martin." 

Enter Dick. 
Dick, f Cuckold him, Ma'am, by all means — Pm 
your man. 

Char, Well now, I proteft and vow, I wonder how 
you can ferve a body fo — Feel with what a pit-a-pat 
action my heart beats — 

Dick % 'Tis an alarm to love — Quick let me fnatch 
thee to thy Romeo's arms, &c 

Watchmen (behind the fcenes ) Pad fix o'clock, and a 
cloudy morning. 

Char. Dear heart, don't let us ftaud fooling here— 
As I live and breathe, we (hall both be taken — Do* for 
Heaven'»fake, let us make our tfcape. 

■* Watch. Pad fix o'cleck, a cloudy morning. 
* Char. It comes nearer and neaier, let. us make off.' 
Dick. Give us your hand then — my pretty little ad- 
venturer, I attend you. 

§ Yes, my dear Charlotte, we will go together, 
Together to the theatre we'll go, 
There to their rarvifh'd eyes our fkill we'll (how, 
And point new beauties — — to the pit below. 
Sim, Heav'ns blefs the couple of 'em — But mum. 

[Exit, andjhuts the door after hi?n. 
Enter bail. •ff and his Follower. 
Bail. That's he yonder, as fure as you're alive 
Ay, it is — and he has been about fome mifchkf here. 
FoL No, no, that an't he — that one wears a lac\l 
Vol. I. E * coat 

• Stratagem. f Sufpicious Huiband. \ Old Bachelor. 

§ Vide Diftrefs'd Mother. 



<} 



50 THE APPRENTICE. 

coat— though I can't fay— -As fare at a gun, it is he— 

Bail. Ay. I fmoked him at once ■ Do you run that 

way, and ftop at the bottom of Catherine- Street ; I'll 

go up Drury-Lane; and between us both it will be odds 

if we mifs him. [Exeunt. 

Enter Watchman. 

Watch* Pail fix o'clock, and a cloudy morning— 

Hey-day! what's here ? a ladder at Mr Gargle's window? 

■ - I mull alarm the family—* Ho! Matter Gargle — 

[Knocks at the door. 
Gargle above. What's the matter ? — How comes this 
window to be open ?— Ha!— a ladder'!— Who's below 
there? 

ift Watch* I hope you an't robb'd, Matter Gargle? 
As I was going my rounds, I found your window 
open. 

Gar. I fear this is fome of that young dog's tricks- 
Take away the ladder ; I mutt inquire into all this 

[Exit. 
Enter Simon Irke Scrub. 
Sim. * Thieves! murder! thieves! Popery ! ■ 
Watch. What's the matter with the fellow! 
Sim. Spare all 1 have, and take my life 
Watch. Any mifchief in the houfe? 
Sim. They broke in with fire and fword — they'll be 
here this minute— five and forty. This will do char- 
mingly; my young matter taught me this. [AJide. 
\ft Watch. What, arc there thieves in the houfe? 
Sim. With fword and piftol, Sir — five and forty. 
Watch. Nay, then 'tis time for me to go; — for, may- 
hap, I may come to ha' the worft on't 

[Exit Watchman. 
Enter Gargle. 
jGar. Dear heart ! dear heart — (he's gone, fhe's gone ! 

my daughter! my daughter! What's the fellow 

in fuch a fright for? 

Sim, Down on your knees — down on your marrow- 
bones (This will make him think 1 know nothing of 

the matter — Blefs his heart for teaching me)— —Down 

on your marrowbones. 

Gar. 

* Fide Stratagem. . 
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Gar. Get up, you fool, get up —Dear heart, I'm 
all in a fermentation. 

Enter Win gate reading a nenv/fafer. - 

" Wanted, on good fecurity, five huiidretj pounds, 
" for which lawful intereft will be given,- and a good 
" premium allowed. Whoever this may. fuit* inquire for 
" S. T. at the Crown and Rolls in Chancery- Lane." 
■This may be worth looking* after;'— —-I'll have a 
good premium— If the fellow's a fool, P 11 fix my eye on 
him— r— •Other people's follies ate an eftate to the man 

that knows how to make htmfelf ufcful So, friend 

Gargle — you're" up early* I fee — nothing like rifing early 
—nothing to be got by lying in bed like a lubberly fel- 
low What's the matter with you?— ha, ha1 you look 

like a — ha, ha! 

Gar. O — no wonder — My daughter, my daughter! 

Win. Your daughter! — what fignifics a foolifli girl? 

Gar. Oh dear heart, dear heart!— out of the window* 

Win. Fallen out of the window! Well, (he was a 

woman, and 'tis no matter — if (he's dead, (he's provided 
for.— —Here, I found the book— could not meet with 
it laft night-r— Here it is — there's more fenfe in it than 
in all their Macbeths and their trumpery— —{reads) 

— Cocker's Arithmetic Look ye here now, friend 

Gargle; — fuppofe you have the fifteenth part of a (hip, 
and I buy one fifth of you, what (hare of the (hip do I 
buy? 

Gar. Oh, dear, Sir, 'tis a melancholy cafe 

Win. A melancholy cafe indeed, to be fo ignorant- 
Why mould not a man know every thing? One fifth of s 
one fixteenth, what part have I of the whole ? Let me 
fee — I'll do it in a fhort way 

Gar. Loft beyond redemption— 

Win. Zookers, be quiet, man, you put me out 
Seven times feven is forty- nine, and fix times twelve is 
feventy-two, — and — and — and — a — Here, friend Gar- 
gle, take the book, and give it that fcoundrel of a fel- 
low.—— 

C*r. Lord, Sir, he's returned to his tricks. 

Wiu. Returned to his tricks ! What— broke loofe 

again ? 

Gar. Ay, and carried off my daughter with him. 

E.a Win. 
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Win. Carried off your daughter! How did the raf- 

cal contYive that ? 

Car r Oh, dear Sir the watch alarmed us a 

while ago, and I found a ladder at the window — fo I 
fuppofe my young madam madt her efcape" that way.— 

Win. Wounds ! what bufinefs had the fellow with 
your daughter ? 

Gar. I wifh 1 had never taken him into my houfe— 
He may debauch the poor girl * 

Win. And fuppofe he does (he's a woman, an't 

fhe? Ha, ha! friend' Gargle, ha, ha! 

Gar Dear Sir, how can you talk thus to a man di- 
flraaed? 

Win. Ill never fee the fellow's face, 

Sim. Secrets, fecretJ! * 

Win. What, are you in the fecret, friend?— 

Sim. To be fure, there be fecrets in all families— 
but, for my part, I'll not fpeak a word pro or con till 
there's a peace. 

Win. You won't fpeak, firrah ?— I'll make you fpeak 
Do you know nothing of this numfkull ? 

Sim. Who I, Sir? — He came home laft night from 
your houfe, and went out again directly.* 

Win. You faw him then 

Sim. Yes, Sir — faw him to be fure, Sir — He made me 
open the (hop door for him — he ftopp'd on the threshold, 
and pointed at one of the clouds, and a iked me if it wa» 
not like an ouzel + T— 

Win. Like an ouzel — Wounds! what's an ouzel? 

Gar. And the young dog came back in the dead of 
night to ftcal away my daughter. 

Win. I'll tell you what, friend Gargle— I'll think no 
more of the fellow — let him bite the bridle — I'll go mind 
my buftnefe, and not mifs an opportunity. 

Gar. Good now, Mr Wingate, don't leave me in this 
affliction — Confider, when the animal fpirits arc proper- 
ly employed, the whole fyftem's exhilirated, a proper 
circulation in the fmaller ducts or capillary veflels 

Win. Look ye there now — the fellow's at his ducks 
again, ha; ha! 

Gar. But when the fpirits are under influence 

Win. 
• Vide Stratagem. f Hamlet. 
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Win. Ha, ha I what a fine fellow you are now ?-— 
you're as mad with your physical nonfenfe, as my fan 
with his Sbakefpeare and Ben Thompfon— 

Gar. Dear Sir, let us go in queft of him— he fliall 
be well phlebotomized ; and for the future I'll keep hit 
folids and jluids in proper balance— 

Win. Don't tell me of your folids — F tell you he'll 
never be folid— and fo I'll go and mind my bufincfs— 

l*et me fee, where is this chap? (Reads) Ay, ay, at 

the Crown and Rolls— —Good morning, friend Gargle 
—don't plague yourfelf about the numfkull — ftudy frac- 
tions, man ; vulgar fractions will carry you through the 
world ; arithmetical proportion is when the antecedent 
and confequent — a — * [Going. 

Enter a Port en 

Win* Who are you, pray? — what do you want? ■ 

Por. Is one Mr Gargle here ? 

Gar. Yes Who wants him? 

Por. Here's a letter for you. 

Gar. Let me fee it. O dear heart! (Reads.)—" 

" To Mr Gargle at the Peftle and Mortar." 'Slidi- 

kina, this is a letter from that unfortunate young fellow.— 

Win. Let me fee it, GaTgle.~— - 

Gar. A moment's patience, good Mr Wingate, and : 
this may unravel all — (Reads.) — Poor young man !— his 

brain is certainly turned; -A can't make head or tail of -" 

it * 

Win. Ha, ha!^ — you're a pretty fellow — Give it me, « 
man — I'll make it out for ypu 'Tishis hand, fure*^ 

enough \Readi. * 

" To Mr Gargle, &c.- 

" Moft potent, grave*, and 'reverend doctor, my/ 
'* very noble and approved good m after : that I have- 
" ta'en away your daughter, it is moft true ; true, I will 
'* marry her: — f'tis true 'tis pity, and pity 'tis 'tis • 

•* true." What in the name of common fenfe is all- 

this? — " J.I have done your mop fome fervice, and you* 
** know it ; no more of that — § yet I could with* that 

** at this time I had not been this thing."- What can 

the fellow mean ?< — «« For time H may yet have one fa*- 
E 3 " ted 

* Othello, f HamleU- \ Othellot- 

5 Mournings Bride* ||. Ditto*- 
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# * ted hour to come, which, wing'd with liberty, may 

4 overtake occafion paft." Overtake occafion paft ! 

—Time and tide waits for no man >" * I expect re- 

•' drefs from thy noble forrows — Thine and my poor 
u country's ever. R. Win gate." 

Mad as a March hare ! I have done with him • 
Let him ftay till the fhoe pinches*; a crack-brained num- 
flcull! , 

Por. A'nt pleafe ye, Sir, I fancy the gentleman f» 
a Httle befide himfeif — He took hold un me here by the 
collar, and called me villain f, and bid me prove his. 
wife a whore Lord help him, I never fee'd the gen- 
tleman's fpoufe in my born -days before. 

Gar. Is me with him now ? 

Por. I believe fo There's a likely young woman 

with him all in tears. 

Gar- My daughter, to be firre 

Win. Let the' fellow go and be hang'd Woundsi 

I would not go the length of my arm to lave the villain 
from the gallows. Where was he, friend, when he gave 
you this letter ? 

Por, I fancy, Mailer, the gentleman's under troubles 
.. ■ 1 brought it from a fpunging-houfe. 

Win. From a fpunging-houfe ! 

Por. Yes, Sir, in Gray's- Inn Lane. 

Win. Let him lie there; let him lie there — I am glad 
of it. 

Gar. Do, my dear Sir, let us flep to him 

Win* No, not I ; let him ftay there — This it is ta 
have a genius — Ha, ha! — a genius! — ha, ha! — a ge- 
nius is a fine thing indeed ! — ha, ha ! [Exit* 

Gar. Poor man ! he has certainly a fever on his (pi- 
nts Do you ftep in with me, honeft man, till I flip 

on my coat, and then 111 go after this unfortunate boy. 

Por. Yes, Sir; — 'tis in Gray's- Inn Lane. [Exeunt. 

Scene, A Spunginghoufe. Dick and. Bailiff at a table,, 
and Charlotte fitting in adifconfolate manner by him. 

Bail. Here's my fervice to you, young gentleman — 

Don't be uneafy — the debt is not much Why do/ 

you look fo fad ? 

Dieki 

* Venice PreftrvM. f €KheIku 
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Dick. Becaufe * captivity has robb'd me of a j ufl 
add dear diverfion. 

Bail. Never look fulky at me — I never life any body 

ill Come, it has b£en many a good man's lot 

Here's my fervice to you — But we've no liquor — Come, 
we'll have t'other bowl 

Dick, f I've now not fifty ducats in the world— yet 
ftdl I am in love, and pleas'd with ruin. 

Bail. What do you fay, — You've fifty (hillings, I 
hope. 

Dick. % Now, thank heav'n, I'm not worth a groat. 

Bail. Then there's no credit here, I can tell you that 

You mud get bail, or go to Newgate Who do 

you think is to pay houfe-rent for you ? — You fee your 

friends won't come near you They've all anfwer'd 

in the old cant — " I've promis'd my wife never to be 
" bail for any body ;" or, " I've fworn not to do it;'* 
—or, " I'd lend you the money if I Had it, but defire 

" to be excufed from bailing any man." The porter 

you juft now fent will bring the fame anfwer, I war- 
rant. Such poverty -ft ruck devils as you (han't (lay 

*-in my houfe — you (hall go to quod, I can tell you that— 

[Knocking at the door* 

Bail. Coming, coming, I am coming — 1 (hall lodge 

you in Newgate, I promife you, before night. Not 

worth a groat ! — you're a fine fellow to flay in a man's 
houfe You (hall go to quod. [Exit 4 . 

Dick. Come, clear up, Charlotte, never mind this— 
Come, now — let us adl the prifon-fcene in the Mourn- 
ing Bride. 

Chat. How can you think of acting fpeeches, when; 
we're in fuch diilrefs ? 

Dick. Nay, bat, my dear angel 

Enter Wingate and Gargle. 

Gar. Hufh ! Do, dear Sir, let us lrllcn to him — I 
dare fay he repents— 

Win. Wounds! — what cloaths are thofe the fellow- 
has on ?— Zookers ! the fcoundrel has robbed me. 

Dick. Come, now we'll practife an attitude — How 
many of 'em have you ? 

Char. Let mc fee— one — two — three — and then in 

the 

* Mourning Bride. f Venice PrefcrvU \ Ditto. 
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the fourth a&, and then O gemini ! I have tea at 

leaft. 

Dipk. That will do fwimmingly— I've a round dozen 

myfelf Come, now begin— You fancy me dead, and 

I think the fame of you— Now min4. 

[Theyfiandin attitudes. 

Win. Only mind the villain ! 

Dick. O thou foft fleeting form of Lindamira i 

Char. * Illufive (hade of my beloved Lord ! 

Dick, f She lives ! fhe fpeaks ! and we (hall ftill be 
bappy. 

Win. You lie, you villain, you (han't be happy.— 

[Knocks him down. 

Dick, {on the ground.) % Perdition catch your arm, 
the chance is thine ! 

Gar^ So, my young madam— I have found yon 
again 

Dick. § Capulet, forbear ; Paris, let loofe yonr hold* 
She is my wife— our hearts are, twin'd together. 

Win. Sirrah ! villain ! I'll break every bone in your 
body— 

Dick. || Parents have flinty hearts ; no tears can move 
• 'em : children muft be wretched — Tear not our heart- 
firings thus ; they fir ain^ they crack /— -O what a pity 'tis 
there arc no fcene- drawers to lift me— — 

Win. A fcoundrel, to rob your father: you rafcaly. 
I've a mind to break your head. 

« Dick.-% What, like this? [Takes off bis wig, and: 
41 Jbows tnvo patches on his heady 

Win. 'Tis mighty well, young man — Zookers! T 
made my own fortune ; and I'll take a boy out of the 
Blue-coat hofpital, and give him all I have — Look ye 
•here, friend Gargle, you know I'm not a hard-hearted - 

man The fcoundrel, you know, has robb'd me ; fo, 

d'ye fee, I won't hang him HI only tranfport the 

fellow— And fo, Mr Catchpolc — you may take hinv 
to Newgate. ^ 

Gar. Well but, dear Sir, you know I always intend* 
cd to marry my daughter into your family ; and if you 

let 

• Romeo and Juliet. f Ditto* | Richard III.- 

J Romeo. jj Ditto. J Barbaroflsu 
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let the young man be ruined, my money rauft all go in- 
to another channel. 

Win. How's that! — into another channel! Muft 

not lofe the handling of his money (Afide.) — Why, I 
told you, friend Gargle, I'm not a hard-hearted man. 

Gar. Why no, Sir — but your paffions — However, if 
you will^ but make the young gentleman ferve out the 
laft year of his apprenticefhip, you know I fhall be gi- 
ving over, and I may put him into all my praftice. — 

Win. Ha, ha ! — Why — if the blockhead would but 
get as many crabbed phyfical words from Hypocrites 
and Allen, as he has from his nonfenfical trumpery, — 

ha, ha ! 1 don't know between you and I, but he 

might pafs for a very good phyfician. 

Dick. * And muft 1 leave thee, Juliet? 

Char. Nay, hut prithee now have done with your 
fpeeches.— You fee we are brought to the laft diftrefsi 
and fo you had better make it up. \_Afide to Dick. 

Dick. Why, for your fake, my dear, I could almoft 
find in my heart — 

Win. You'll fettle your money on your daughter ? 

Gar. You know it was always my intention. 

Win* I muft not let the cafh flip through my hands 

(Afide.) Look ye here, young man 1 am the beft- 

natured man in the world How came this debt, 

friend ? 

Bail. The gentleman gave his note at Briftol, I un- 
derftands, where he boarded — 'tis but twenty pounds. 

Win. Twenty pounds ! Well, why don't you fend to 
your friend Shakefpeare now to bail you ? — ha, ha ! I 
mould like to fee Shakefpeare give bail— ha, ha! — Mr 
Catchpole, will you take bail of Ben Thompfon, and 
Sbakefpeare y and OdyfTey Popes ? 

Bail. No fuch people have been here, Sir — Are they 
houfe- keepers ? 

Dick. \ You do not come to mock my miferies ? 

Gar. Hum, young man, you'll fpoil all — Let me fpeak 
to you — * How is your digeftion ?' 

Dick. % Throw phyfic to the dogs, I'll none of it. 

Char* Nay, but dear Dick, for my fake— 

Win. What fays he, Gargle ? 

Gar. 
• Romeo and Juliet. f Mourning Biide. f Macbeth. 
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Gar. He repents, Sir — he'll reform. 

Win. That's right, lad — now you're right—and if 
you will but ferve out your time, my friend Gargle here 
will make a man of you — Wounds ! you'll have his 
daughter and all his money.-— And if I hear no more of 
your trumpery, and you mind your bufinefs, and flick 
to my little Charlotte, and make me a grandfather in my 
old days — egad, you (hall have all mine too— that is, 
when I'm dead. — 

' Dick. Charlotte — that will do rarely ; and we may 
' go to the play a£ often as we pleafe. 

* Char. O Gemini, it will be the pure ft thing in the 
c world ; and we'll fee Romeo and Juliet every time it 
4 is a&ed. 

Dick. « Ay, and that will be a hundred times in a fea- 

* fon at lcail ; — befides, it will be like a play, if I re- 

* form at the end. * Sir, free rae fo far in your moft 

* generous thoughts, that I have (hot my arrow o'er the 
4 houfe, and hurt my brother. 

* Win. What do you fay, friend ? 

4 Char. Nay, but prithee now do it in plain Englifh. 

* Dicky Well, I will, 1 will — He knows nothing or 

* metaphors.' — Sir, you (hall find, for the future, that 
we'll both endeavour to give you all the fatitfa&iou in 
our power. 

Win.. Very well", that's right — you may do very well* 
Friend Gargle, I'm overjoy'd 

* Gar. Cheer&lnefs,. Sir, is the principal ingredient in 
1 the composition of health* 

* Win* Wounds 1 man, lets hear no more of your 

* phyfic. Here, young man, put this book in your 

« pocket,, and let me fee how foon you'll be mailer of 
< vulgar, fractions.' — Mr Catchpole, ftep home with me, 

and. I'll pay you the money '• You feem to be a 

«• notable fort of a fellow, Mr Catchpole; — could you 
« nab a man for me \ 

* Catch. Fad enough, Sir, when I've the writ. 

* Win. Very well, come along — I lent a young gen- 
' tleman a hundred pounds — a cool hundred he call'd 

* it ha, ha! — it did not ftay to cool with him — I 

1 had a good premium ; but I (han't wait a moment 

4 for 
* Hamlet. 
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I for that Come along* young man — What right 

• have you to twenty pounds? give you twenty pounds! 

I I never was obliged to my family for twenty pounds, 

* —But I'll fay no more —If you have a mind to thrive 
1 in this world, Make yourfelf ufeful, is the Golden 
« Rule. 

* Dick. My dear Charlotte, as you are to be my re- 
1 ward, I will be a new man.' 

Chan Well, now I (hall fee how much you love me. 

Dick. It (hall be my ftudy^to deferve you ; — and fince 
we don't go on the ftage, r tis fome comfort that the 
world's a ftage, and all the men and women merely 
players. 

Some play the upper, fome the under parts, 
And moft affume what's foreign to their hearts : 
Thus, Life is but a tragic-comic jeft, 
And all is farce and mummery at beft. 
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Scene, The Street. 

Enter Old Gerald and Martin. 

Martin. 

YOU are refolv'd, Sir, to marry, you fay? 
Ger. I am; and to that end 1 have fent my fon 
to the univerfity, to mind his ftudy, and be out of the 
way. 

Mar, May I "be fo bold, Sir, to afk the lady's name 
you intend to make your wife ? 

2 Ger. 
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0. Gen Madam Angelica, the French doctor's daugh* 
tciv 

Mar. Sure 9 Sir, you're not in earnefl!— She's not 
above fifteen ; that match, Sir, would be fitter for your 
fon. 

* OGer. My fon! I don't intend that he (hall marry 
yet thefe feven years* * 

Mar. But, Sir, confider well before you marry, that 
thefe are qualities will not agree with an old man's con- 
flitution. 

Gen Old! coxcomb; I an't fo old. But if I 

was, what then ? age is a thing never to be inquir/d in- 
to, but when you are buying horfes. 

Alar. How ! not in marriage, Sir ? 

Ger. Not if a man be very rich. 

Mar. Can you believe, Sir, the old doctor her father, 
and the gentlewoman her mother, who is a notable, wife, 
governing woman, will beftow their daughter, and their. 
only heir, upon a man 

Ger. Hold your tongue, I fay : — you are my fer- 
vant, not my counsellor, I take it, Sir. This is my 
own concern : when I am married, I doubt not but £ 
(hall behave xnyfelf as a married man ought. 

Mar. But rf Mr Doctor won't confent to it. 

Ger. That I am fure of; he has promifed me ; and 
he's a man of his word. 

Mar. That indeed is fomething.^— But, Sir, you 
know the wife there wears the breeches ; — « and if the 
' grey mare be the better horfe, you'll find it difficult to 

• beftride the filly.* 

Ger. I know (he is a little domineering ; but then 
I know too that Mr Do&or is a wife man. — : Hc who can 
cure mad folks, fcorns to be wife ridden* / 

Mar. See, Sir, here is the Doctor. 
Enter the Dodor. 

Doc. Bon jour, Monfieur Girarde, hon jour. 

Ger. Mr Do&or, I was coming to fpeak to you. 

Doc. Comment vous portez vous ?— how you do . ? — • 
letta me feel your polfe. 

Ger. It needs not, Sir. 

Doc. L'autre main — t'oder hand, t'odcr hand. 

Ger. That's not my bufinefs. 
Vol. I. F* Doc. 
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Doe. Eh, bien ! but it is my bufincfs, et j 'en tend, I 
underftande as veil as any phyficien — Aha ! your polfe 
eft being difordere— very difordere indeed—— Put out a 
your tongue— your tongue. 

Gen No matter for my tongue. 

Doe Do you deep a veil? 

Gen Yes, very well, Sir ; but——* 

Doc. How be your ftomaque ? — avez vous bon appe- 
tite? — you ive ver good appetite ? 

Gen Yes, Mr Do&or ; but I come—* 

Doc. You digefta veil vhat you eat ? 

Gen Yes very well; — but will you hear me, Sir ? 

Doc. £t vous avez — you ave all de oder benefitc of 
nature ? 

Gen I have 'em regularly ;— but, Mr Do&or * ■ 

Dee. Ebien done — may foy ! upon my vard — if you 
cata veil, you fleepa veil, you digefta veil, et you ave all 
de oder benefite of nature— -vous n'avez pas befoin ■ 
you ave no occafion for de France phyficien— Begar, I 
muft go vifit my oder patient dat vanta me,— Bon jour, 
Monfieur, bon jour. 

Gen Stay, good Sir, ftay. — I have had patience to 
hear you talk, and to no purpofe neither ; now 'tis my 
turn to fpeak, and to fome purpofe. 

Doc. Eh ! bien !— depechcz vous done — make hafte, 
car I am in hafte. 

Gen *Tis not about my health I came to you ; 'tit 
another affair. 

Doc. Vat affaire ? 

Gen An affair that you know of. 

Doc. Dat I know of i de devil any ting I know of. 

O Gen About your daughter. 
. Doc. Vat about my daughtere ? 

Ger. About my marrying her. 

Doc. Helas ! pauvre hommc!— ■— is dat all ! Begar, I 
bad tought it had been fome bus'nefs of confequence — 
ha, ha, ha! n'eft ce pas que je vous ay donnez ma pro- 
jncfle ?— — I ave giv'a-you my promife, marry her ven 
ever you plcafc— you ver welcome. 

Gen And have you broke it to your wife ? 

Doc. Pourquoi ?— vat for, Sire ?— my refolution is 
berg — e'eft la meme chofc, fans doutc. Oh ventrcbleu ! 

if 
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if once my vife ihould pretend to contradt&a my vill^ 
to be fure (he fhou'd loon fee vat fort of metal I be 

make of. No, no ; I tanka my ftar I ave bo do- 

tncftick broil en ma famillie ) my rife fommite to me ia 
crVy ting. 

Ger. Ay, but if you pleafe, we'll acquaint her with 
it; 'tis a formality all mothers may expect. ■ 

Doc. Eh ! bien done, I Till call her down for your 
plea fure.—- Attendee une pen— I vill call her — maia 
dere is no oc.cafion.— ~ Begar I vill' call her to you. 

{Exit. 

O Ger. Well, Martin, what fay yon now ? 

Mar. Why, Sir, I fee the Doctor is your friend ; fi» * 
far all's well. — But mark the end, I fay ftill. ' 
Enter Doaor and Wife. 

Doc, Ma chert dame !— roy dear a vife ! here is our 
ver good friend, Monlieur Girarde, come on purpofe to 
fee you. 

Wife. Sir, your fervant *— though my hufband's a 
phyfician, 1 am glad to fee you're in good health, 

O Ger. Speak to her, Mr Doctor, tell her the b«fi* 
»rfa. 

Doc. Commencez tous— fpeaka you firft. 

O Ger. No, no ; 'tis propercr for you. 

Doc. Non, non— you fail fpeaka much bettre * 
ccontez !— de lovere are ver great deal of elocution. 
- O Ger. But you have the authority of a huflmnd, attd 
SBay without ceremony open the matter to her. 

Dee. Non, non— commences tons, je dis ; you begin 
firft, et you fall fee my autorite if fhc refifte. 

Wife. Pray, gentlemen, what's this conteft about, and 
why was I call'd hither I 

Ger. A fbolifh punctilio of honour, Madam ; and 
fomething — that Mr Doctor has to acquaint you with. 

Dec. Mon Dieu, qoelles fottifes ? — Ma chere dame f 
my dear vife !— I don't know how it happen to come 
about ;— mais here is our ver good friend, Monfieur Gi- 
rarde, he has a mind to marry our daughtere, dat is> 
all. 

OGer. Yes, Madam; and upon fuch terms as few 

parents are difpleas'd with. You may fcruple my age, 

. F z ©«*• 
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, perhaps ; but when you know I will take her without a 
portion, I hope that fcruple will be remov'd. 

Wife. Hold there, good Mr Gerald.— -Your ages 
are moft unfuitable.— Many young women have been 
ruin'd by fueh unequal matches. — Youth and age cannot 
agree. 

Ger. But your hufband, Madam, has giv'n me his 
promife. 

Wife, What if he has? — he gave it without confidera- 
tion, and without my knowledge or confent ; therefore 
'twas but a half promife, Sir. 

Ger. But, Mr Doctor, a man of honour ought to 
keep his word, and (land to what he fays. Speak then,, 
have you not promis'd me your daughter ? 

Doc. 'Tis very true ;— I cannot deny it. 

Wife. How! can you not? we'll talk of that hereaf- 
ter.— ——Well, Mr Gerald, promife or hot promife, all's 
one for that.— I deny; and that's enough* 

Dec. Mais my petite ame !— ma mignonne !— my dear 

little vife 

. Wife. Wife me no wifes, but hold your foolifh pra- 
ting. — Sure I know better than you what's fitting for 
our daughter. 

Doc. Parbleui die eft bien enrage— (he is in a devil a 
peat a paffion ! 

Wife. Set your heart at reft, Mr Gerald ; you (hall 
never marry my daughter, that's my refolution. — I will 
not be the jeft of the whole town. — Who would not fplifc 
their fides, to hear a couple of old fools call one ano- 
ther father and fon?— Away! for flume, for (hame! 

{Exit. 

Mar. Sir! Sir!— -Mr Dodor! 

Doc. Veil! — vat you fay, Sire? 

Mar. If once my wife (hou'd contradict my will, to 
be fure (he (hou'd foon fee what fort of metal I am made 

of 1 thank my ftars, we have no domeftic broils.} 

my wife fubmits to me in all things. 

Ger. Martin fays true ; this leflbn you read to us 
before you call'd your wife, good Mr Doctor. 

Doc. Eh ! bien, Monfieur Girarde — it is very true ; 
but den it is alfo very true — dis no be de prop re place 
to {hew my autorite.— Je voua dirai— I vill take- a 

more 
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more convenient opportunity to fpcak vid her— Cepen~ 
dant — in the mean rime — leave it to me— depcn upom> 
it you fall ave my danghtcre — leave it to me. 

Mar. Yes, Sir, leave it to Mr Doctor;, he'll do* 
wonders.— He is a lion in private, but you faw he- 
was a lamb in public. I fear you had better take the 
wife's word than the husband's ;^« — *t*» plain (he rules the 
roaft. 

Doc. Peace upon your tongue, you dam faucy jack- 

anape! Parblieu) I fpcak a your mafter, I no fpeak. 

a you — you little nafty great a jack a dog! — aha!— - 
Monfieur Girarde ! — tenez la raain-^-take a my hand;, 
depen upon it you fall ave my da ugh t ere.— I turna my 
vife neck, and heel out a die doore. Attendez ica use 
peu, et you fall hear me fcold her comme le diable I— -out 
a de winder— jernic I coton N— ventre blue? 

Ifixit muttering^ 

Mar. Well, Sir„what think you now? 

Ger. Why, truly, Martin— ha t is aot that Crifpia, 
yonder? 

Enter Crif ft m. 

Crif. Sir, your fervant ; I am glad I Have found you*. 
Good morrow, Martin. 

Mar. Good morrow, Crifpin.. 

Ger. What caufe brings you to town ?' 

Crif That letter will inform you. 

[Ghes ban a- letter* 

OGer. {Reads)) 
"• Honoured father, 

*f Hoping you are in good health, as- 1 am, thank* 
M be to heaven, at this prefent writing hereof y this is> 
" to let you underftand, that all my money's gone— 
fl and my clothes worn fo bare, that you may, as the 
w faying is,, fee my breech through my pocket- holes.'*' 

Mar. A fine epiftle!* 

V Ger. This is not my fen's- ftyle, nor his hand : Thir 
is feme roguery of yours, firrah 

Crif. To tell you the plain truth, Sir, I loft. I know 

not how, my mailer's letter on the road ; and baiting at 

a little village, it happen'd to be at the fexton's houfe, 

who fold a cup of notable good ate ; these I got him to 

F 3. write 
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. write this letter for me. I know my matter feat for mo* 
iiey and clothes ; pray read the re It. 

Ger* .No, I have read enough. 
• ^ Mar. You di&ated this letter to the fexton, ha! Crif- 
pin? 

Crif. I did fo? what of that? 

Mar. Nothing, that the ftyle is very eloquent. 

Crif. I think fo. I have not been at the univerfity with 
ay matter four months lor nothing. 

Get. Has my fon fpent all hk money in fo (hort & 
time ? He has been prodigal. 

Crif. He cou'd not help it ; he was forcM to treat at 

his firft coming, Sir. 1 fliall be his fteward for the 

future, and manage matters better. 

Get. Look you do^— I have fome bufinefs now* 
about an hour hence come home to me. Follow me, 
Martin. {Exeunt Old Gerald and Martin. 

Crif, So far all's wcH.— If I can fcrew a good fun* 
•ut of him, I do my mailer's bufmefs-: the old gentle- 
man muft not know he's in town, nor muft my matter 
know I Loft his letter. O, here he comes. 
Enter Young Gerald* 

TGer. I fent you with my letter to my father; whf 
are you loitering here? 

Crif. 'Tis done, Sir. 

TGer. What's done, Sir I 

Crif Your bufmefs, Sir, is done effectually. T met 
your father here, juft in this place ;. gave him your- let- 
ter : — he read it o'er and o'c* ; and faid the ftyle was 
admirable-; — was overjoyed to fee how the univerfity had' 
.improv/d you. Then I made him an eloquent oration, 

-to let him ice how I had profited. This melted his 

hard heart ; made his old eyes twinkle like flames in the 
bottom of two focketa*— -At laft he bid me come 
home to him fome half an hour hence — by that time, 

Sir, the money will be ready. But how durft you 

venture abroad by day light? — Shou'd your father- 

Y Ger. I know it, Crifpin. ; but as foon as you were 
gone, Angelica fent her maid to me, and bid me meet 

her here. Something of confequence has happen'd to 

her, and I'm in, pain to know the meaning of it.— See* 
fhe is here. 

Enter 
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Enter Angelica* 

TGer. My dear Angelica! 

Ang. Mr Gerald, I am glad my maid found you ;— 
'twill furprife you when I tell you, your father is ia 
lo?e — 

T Ger. You mock me, Madam* 

Ang. No ; 'tis too true : he has aflc'd me of my fa- 
ther and my mother; offers to fettle a large jointure on* 
me, and marry me without a portion too,— Thefe are 
propofals few parents will refufe. 

T Ger. Unhappy accident ! What's to- be done? 

Ang. I will acquaint my mother with our love, and Xrj 
to make her of our party. Stay hereabouts ; if I fuc* 
ceed, Beatrice (hall give you notice* 
. T Ger. Do,, my dear A ngelica ; and Aiccefs attend you. 

[.Exit Angelica* 
Crif WcXi. 6 

Of all your father's follies, this is the worft; 
When old men fall in love, they're furely curft„ 

[Exeunt* 

Scene, The Laboratory* 

Enter Doctor. 

Beatrice! Beatrice! ou etez vous?^— ▼eretfic devil are 
you? 

Enter Beatrice. 

Bea. Here, Sir, here.. 

Doc. Depechez vous done— fee all de ting in ordere 
ici — here — dans la laboratoire; car many virtuofi vill Be 
here, to hear a my le&ure — et to fee de curious* diffec*- 
tion of de dead body dat I expeft -ev*ie moment from, 
de place of execution.— 

Bea. Why do you choofe this back apartment, at the 
end of the garden ? You us'd to do it in the great hall 
formerly. 

Doc. }t ne fcais pas — I cannot tell— my vife vill ave 

it fo 1 fay noting at all— de body vill be here bicn- 

tot— prefentiy ; — in de mean time I vill go to vifite 
fome of my patients dat are near. Beatrice — Beatrice 1 ! 
— qu'avez vous la! — vat de devil ave you got dere ? 

Bea. There^Sir where i 

Dae. 
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Ike. Vy, dew— under your handkerchief— your little 
tettons, you little devil — aha! 

Bea. Fie, Sir— you make me blufh. 

Doc Po, po— yon foolim filly gtrlf— ^you no blufli at 
all.—- — Beatrice— I give you half a crown you no tell* 
my vife.— Ecoutez, voila une petit chanfbitErancpisl. 

s o n g. 

Fondly let me grafp dy treafure 

Vile my vital fpirit glow ; 
Youth again fall live in pleafure, 
And on e'ery bb'fs beitow. 
Vit your merltton, &c. 
jpe futs un bon coq, Beatrice — I am vergood cook o* cfe* 
game ;— I can tclla you but dat. 

Bea* You ftrut, and crow, and clap your wfngs in*- 
•feed, but all to no purpofe ; — but you forget your pa* 
tients, Sir. 

Doc. Eh ! bien, you ver good girl, put me in minc£ 
•f my bus'neft: — to be fure I vill go;— and ven I come 
back again, I vill have a little touch at your tettons. 

[Exit.. 
Bea* I find aft hufbands, old and young, are fkill fop 
variety. Well, if ever it be my fortune to marry one- 
who ferves me to> — I'll fay no more ; but that which it, 
fauce for the goofe (hall be fauce for the gander. 
Enter Crifpin. .^ ' 

Bea. Crifpin, what brings you hither now^ 
Crif. I have been almott half an hour hankering about: 
(he back door.— 1 faw the doctor come forth juft now,, 
and then I ventured to dip in.. 

Bea. Secure that door then, while I fallen this, that.* 
we may not be furpris'd.— Now what's the bufinefa?. 

Crif. My matter, poor man, is at his wit's end. 

What Madam Angelica told him about his father haa- 

diftra&ed him. I have a letter for her. 

Bea. Give it me.—— [Crifpin gives- her a letter*. 
CrifS Stay, Beatrice, let me look on you a little.— 
What have you been doing to yourfelf ?— I never faw 
you fo handfome in my life. 
Bea Indeed! 

Crif No, indeed. — Thou haft ftoknfome of thy la- 
dy*s warn;— it can't be natural; come, let me try. 

Bea. 
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Cea. Stand off, fool. 

Crif. Now I think on't, I have not had one kif* fince 
I came from the univerfity.— — 

Bea. Keep your diftance, you had beft ; I will not 
make you fo familiar with me.— 

Crif. Say you fo ! Hark ye, gentlewoman, what made 
you here alone with Mr Doctor? This place is very prU 
vate ; at a convenient dittance from the houfe too. 

Bea. One who was hang'd this morning is to be dif- 
fered here. 1 muft fet every thing in order for it ; 

the body' will be fent in prefently.— 

[Knocking at the door. 

Crif. Here, let me out quickly. 

Doc. (without.) Beatrice!— ouvrez la porte — open de 
door. ■ [Knock again. 

Bea. What mail I do? it is my matter. 

Crif Let me out, I fay. 

Doc. (without) Beatrice !— open de door! 

[Knock again. 

Crif What will become of me ? 

Boa. Here, here, lay yourfelf at length upon this 
table— -I'll fay you arc the dead body fent from the 
gallows. 

Crif O Beatrice! 

Bea. No more ; do as I bid you. 

[Crifpin lies at his full length upon tbe'^tablc. 
Beatrice opens the door. 
Enter Do&or. 

Doc. Begar, I tink I am bewitch to-day; I ave taken 
de wrong med'eine— de devil take all de med'eine iu de 
▼arid (gives Beatrice a pill- box.) Aha! vat is dat? 

Bea. The body from the gallows, Sir — The fellow* 
that brought it wou'd not carry it into the vault— ^ 

Doc. Fort bien — ver veil — let a me fee—- bpn, bon. 

(Feels Crifpin) Begar, de body is varm. Parbleu, i 

vill begin de difTe&ion dis moment.— -(Flings off his 
cloak. &c.)-^— Beatrice, fetch me my amputation knife, 
my incifion knife, ct all de oder inftrument I ave prepare 
in my clofete. 

Bea. But, Sir, your patients expect you now.— 

Doc. J'irai.bicntQt— I vill go by and by. 

Bc± 
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Bea. But (hou'd any of them die in tfcf mean time 

Dw. Allez Tout en, et fetch me only my incifion- 
knife — car vile de natural heat remain, I fall more ea- 
sily come at de la&eal vein dat convey de chyle to de 
art y for fanguification, or de encreafe of blood 

Bea. But, Sir, you won't begin the anatomy before 
the doctors come. 

Doc. Depechea vous— fetch it, I fay.— Vat de devil—- 
I matter, you fervant— n'eft ce pas ? [Exit Beatrice. 

Doc* Upon my vard, he is ver veil fliape, very good 
vifage — very pretty fellow indeed.— -Parblieu, he ave 
de dev'lifh fhaip a toot. Aha ! do I perceive a dat I 
Here is a little lineament, come juft from de nofe to de 
corner of de mout, fhcw he vas a dam rogue, ought 
to ave been hang ten years ago. — Begar, I fall ave ver 
much great pleafure in dis diffe&ion.— I vill open hit 
belly quite from de xiphoid cartilage to de os pubis.— 
Oh je voudrais bien— I vim any of my fellow-phyficien 
ver here juft a now— -car I voud plainly fhew dem de cir- 
culation of de blood quite through the fyftole to de di- 
aftole !— aha \ (Here the Dtfhr bends the body <y Crifpin 
mpaaddenm, wbejeemujlif.) Begar, I ave conquer bias 
at laft. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Bea. I have been looking ail about Sir, and caanot 
find your incifion knife.— Beides, Sir, a fine lady 
call'd at the door juft now, in a great gilt coach, and 
charg'd me to fend you to my lord's immediately*. 

Dae. Ha! vat for? 

Bea. He's dying, Sir; ke't dying. 

Dec. Vat mould 1 go for den ? 
, Bea. You muft go, Sir ; you mall go \ you are feat 
for. 

Dec. De devil is in de vench t Veil, I vill go j mais, 
in de mean time, let de body be carry kit© de vault. 

[ExiU 
. Bea. So, joy go with yoii. 

Crif. And 1, without more woeds, will be gone in* 
mediately. ^ 

Bea. Whither, in fuch a.hafle? 

Crif. Whither, with a vengeance ! let me out, I fay. 

You 
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Too mtift fetch the incifion-knive, with a pox t'ye ! 
and all the other damnable inftruments, to rip*me up 
alive, and make minc'd meat of me ?— — Curfe on his 
fyftole and diaftole. 

Bea^You are miftaken, Crifpin : when I went out* I 
I did not go to fetch the inftruments ; I went to hide 
'em— -where I was fure he cou'd never findVem. 

Crifi I thought indeed you coudn't have the heart to 
fee a man, who loves you as I do, fo barbaroufly dif- 
nacmber'd ; — and therefore I lay ftilL 

Bea. Well, day here a while ; I'll run and give An- 
gelica the letter, and return inftantly. Staf a little. 

Crifi Yes, in the ftrect There I (hall not be in 

danger of his damn'd amputation-knife, with a pox to 
him ! 

Bea. Poor Crifpin ! 

Crifi. Fear makes me think every thing I fee an in- 
ftrument to rip me up from the fyftole to the diaftole. 

Bea. He had a mind to be acquainted with your in- 
fide, Crifpin. 

Crifi. The devil pick his bones for't.— 1 (hall never 
recover myfelf till I get out of this curfed place* 
{Knocking at the door.) Ah! the fpirit's come again! 
— - — Open the door ; I'll rum out like a lion. 
Bea. Have a care, or you'll fpoil all. * 
Crifi If the doctor catches me here, he will fpoil all 
—Amputation and incifion will fpoil all; 

Bea. Come, Jay yourfclf upon the table quickly ; he 
has no inftruments. 

Crifi. Not I ; for ought I know, he may have fome 
about him— His pockets may be fill'd with knives; pins, 
threads, faws, and the devil and all. 

Bea. Well thought on! Here hangs my matter's 
gown and cap ; you (hall ftrait put 'em on, and tell him 
you are a phyfician juft come from the univerfity ; and 
underftanding a dead body was to be diffecfced by him, 
came to hear his ledhire. 

Crifi, Give it me then ; I'd rather aft the doctor than 
the dead body. — (Puts on the gown.) So now, I hope 
I need not fear his peeping into my os pubis, with a pox 
to him. 

Bea. But if he (hould fiad out your ignorance i 

Crifi 
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Crif I'll venture that ; the world belies 'em, or there 
are many phyficians as great fools as myfelf.— ' T have 
* good natural parts, Beatrice, if they efcape but am- 
•* putation and incifion.' 

Bea. So now I'll let him in. 

Enter Waiting-woman* 

Wait. Is Mr do&or within ? 

Bea. No 

Wait. Why do you deny him to me ? There he is. 

Crif. Well, what's your bufinefs with me, miftrefs ; 
Ipeak. 

Wait. . My lady has loft her little lap-dog, which (he 
lov'd better than any relation in the world. — Now, Sir, 
knowing that you are not only a learned phyfician, but 
that you underftand aftrology, and the like 

"Crif. Ay, ay, I underftand one as well as the other. 

Wait. Therefore, Sir, I bring you a fee, and deOrc 
you to tell me fome tidings of him., 
- Crif. Have you brought the dog's water with you ? 

Wait. His water ! the dog's loft, Sir. 

Crif Loft — why — ay, what then \ 

Bea. The rafcal ftumbles confoundedly. {Afide.) You 
do not mind, Sir ; the dog is not fick, he is loft. 

Crif O ho — loft ! How long fmce he was loft ? 

Wait. Two days ago. 

Crif At what hour ? 

Wait. At eleven in the morning. 

Crif What colour ? 

Wait. Black and white. 

Crif Enough, enough.-* — Beatrice, what's in that 
box there in your hand ! \ [Afide. 

Bea. Some pills my mafter gave me to lay up. 

Crif Give me the box. 

Bea. To what purpofe \ 

Crif Hold your peace. (Afide.) Here, take thefc 
pills. 

Wait. For what, an't pleafe your worfhip ? 

Crif Your lady's dog is loft. 

Wait. Yes, Sir. 

Crif And you wou'd find him again ? 

Wait* With all my heart. 

Crif Take thefe pilU theo. 
* WkiU 
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#£??;. Will thefe pills make me find the dag again ! 

Crif Yes, certainly— thofe pills— why thofe pillf, 
I allure you, are of a very fearching nature* 

Wait. But, Sir 

Crif Go, do as I bid you. 

Wait. There is your fee* Sir— If thefe pills help 
«s to the dog again, you'll have my lady and the whole 
famiJy for your patients— —and fo your ferrant, Sir— 
fcrvant, Sir* {Exit Waiting- woman. 

Bea. Ha, Crifpin! is not this better than being a 

deady body ? You no fooner Commenced doctor but 

you got a doctor's fee, 

Crif. Two new crown-pieces; 'tis a brave trade in- 
deed. Here a man gets his money eafdy. 

{Knocking at the door. 

Bea. Hark ! fomebody knocks again. 

Crif. O Lord ! if this mould be the doftor ! 

Bea. There's no remedy, you mud brazen it out. 

{Opens the door. 
Enter Simon. 

Sim. Is Mr Doctor within ? 

Bea. What's your bufinefs? 

Sim. I'd fpeak with him. 

Bea . From whom ? 

Sim.* Why, from my aself. 

Bea . Why, do you know him, friend ? 

Sim. I come to aik him one queftion, and you aflc me 
a fcore. ' 

Bea. He's not at home to ev'ry body ; therefore I 
mull know. 

Sim. Then I neither know him, nor he me. I pray, 
is he at home to receive money I — I bring him a fee. 

Crif (advancing forward.) Who are you, friend ? 

Sim. Why, they call me at our town Simon the In" 
/ant; but my name is Simon Burly. 

Crif Well, what's your bufinefs \ quick. 

Sim. I am told you're an aftrologer as well as a doc- 
tor. 

Crif. What then ? 

Sim. Why then, I queftion you, aa*t rikafe ye, whe- 
ther Alice Draper, a young maid in our town, that I 
love, has that love for me.agaia as foe pretends to have 
Vol. I. G B*» 
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— Becanfe there is an arch attorney's clerk that isofte* 
in her company, and I don't know 

Crif Hold ! what kind of a woman is fhe? 

Sim. Why, (he is a fprightly, clever, well-built wench, 
with a fine featly face.. brown hair, and a ruddy com- 
plexion ; a good crummy lafs, and treads well upon her 
paftons. 

Crif. Sprightly, clever, &c. &c. &c— well- on her 
paftons. 

Sim* Ay, marry does (he. 

Crif Here, take thefe pills. 

Sim. Pills! 

Crif Yes, take 'em. 

Sim. How! pills 1 

Crif Yes, pills.— You muft take the number ten, 
beczfufe of your great bulk. 

Sim. I have taken pills to purge withal ; but, wounds ! ' 
can they 

'Crif Go to. I fay — they'll purge the head, and clear 
the underftandinjr wonderfully. Ours is a fcience you 
know nothing of. 

Bra. Tell him they are cephalick pills.- 



Crif Ay, ay, thefe, Sir, are your (livelalick pills, 

—but that is heathen Greek to you: if you understood 
Latin, I could talk to the purpofe to you. 

Sim. I am a piece of a fcollard, I mud tell you. In- 
telligo, domine, linguam JUatinam. 

Crif Pho, pho, I know that — but that — that's your 

«futlandifh Latin. There are feveral forts of Latin ; 

—•there's law Latin, prieft's Latin, and doctor's Latin: 
as for example — Olo purgatum, phyflcum, vomitum, 
gutfoutum — and fo forth Our Latin is quite ano- 
ther thing from fchool Latin. 

Sim. I think it may be fo. 

Crif Go, do as I bid ye. 

Sim. I had beft give you your fee firft* 

Crif Ay, ay $ that's well coufidcr'd. 

Sim. Pills! 

Crif Ay, pills. 

Sim. Ten pill*! 

Crif Juft ten difpatch— away! 

Sim. Good day to ye, Sir. 

Crif 
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Crif The like to you, friend. [Exit Sim. 

Two crowns and half-a-gninea got already ! This is » 
gainful, and no painful trade. 

Bea. Learned Mr Doctor, I mud have (hacks. 

Crif And fo thou (halt ; there's my laft fee for thee. 

—You cannot fay but I deal nobly by you 

[Gives her the half-guinea. 

Bea. Thank you— —this will buy pins. 

{Knocking at the door* 

Crif Hark! 

Bea. There's more fees coming. 

Crif My heart mifgives me Ah, what will be* 

come of me! 

Doc. (without.) Bctrice, Betrice! 

Crif Oh Lord! it is the devil himfelf. 

[Beatrice opens the door. 
Enter Doaor. 

Doc. My Lord vasdead— fo dey give me five guiney 
—I no care— Eh, bicn! Beatrice) ave you done evre 
ting dat I ordcre ? 

Bea. Yes, Sir. But, juft before you," came m this 

gentleman (fome doctor, I fuppofe, of your acquaint- 
ance). 1 prefume he intends to be prefent at your ana- 
tomy le&ure. 

Doc. Sire, do I ave not de honour to know you, you 

be ver velcome. 1 fall not begin my diflcdion till 

to-morrow morning, eleven o'clock— den if you pleafe 
to honour me vid your bon compagnie— may be you 
fall hear fometing dat is ver curious. 

Crif. I have heard much, Sir, of your great abilities, 
and foall not fail you — for your reputation, Mr Do&or, 
is a reputation — that— -as I may fay-— or as— in fine, I 
will not fail, Sir, to wait on you. 

Bea. Sir, if you pleafe, my mtftrefs defires to fpeak 
with you.* 

Doc. Bientot— by and by— I ave not done vid Mon- 
itor le doc~teur.— Allez vous en. [Exit Beatrice. 
Je vous en prie, Monfieur, letta me confult you in de 
cafe of un malade— — a fick perfon, dat is my patient 3- 
prefent. " 

Crif Do me the honour to excufe me now j I have 
G« ' b 

a- 
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bufinefs of mighty confeqftence, that requires my depar- 
ture inftantly— but to-morrow, Mr do&or— 

Doc. Stay a little — attendcz une peu— je voua dual— 
I fall tella you in two tree vard. — You raufta kaow 
dat all vitch he fpit be quite vite — tout hlanc— quite 
▼ite— Now, Sire, in my judgment— dat is ver bad 
fymptome. 

Crif. Oh to be fure, Sir \ the worft fymptom in the 
whole world* 

D*c. Car, you know, pituita alba aqua inter cutem 
fupervenit, fays Hippocrates. 

Crif Very true, Hippocrates does fay fo indeed. 

Doc. And den, dis you know ver well de Greek call 
leucophlegmateia. 

Crif Lu — cb— ^Mr^— »ra— f>*,— that's right. 

Doc. So den, according to Hippocrates, dis vite fpit- 
ting, ou pituita alba — eft uiie chofe d'extraordinaire ! 
— et fliew plainly dat de dropfy will fuccced.— Naw, 
Sire, I vould fain know vat you tink de ver beft re- 
rcede I can give in dis cafe. 

Crip Why really, Sir, in this fort of malady, or, 
d'ye fee, in any kind of malady of this fort, that is to 
fay — in any cafe— which may be— as it were— a— in a 
manner — as I may fay — a cafe of this kind—* I don't 
know but that is— I think you may—to be fare a— 
what think you of a dofe of pills? 

Doc. Ha ! — de pillules ! begar, dat voud fpoil all I 
ave been doing. 

Crif O you miftake me, Sir; I don't mean, Sir, 
that you mould give the patient pills. 

Doc. No! what den! 

Crif I only mentioned, Sir, a dofe of pills which I 
took myfelf this morning, which—* have not yet done 
* working* and' — force roe to leave you fomewhat ab- 
ruptly. [Exit Crifpia.. 

Doc. Mais, Moofieur— 

Enter Wife and Beatrice. 

Wife. O hufbaod* huihand ! come away, have a care 
»— have a care— 

Doc. Of vat, vifc? 

Wife. Ah, dear hufband, you muft excufe me for in- 
truding fo haftily.— 

Doe. 
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Dec. Vat is de mattre, vife ? 

/F//?. O ! that man was a negromancer, a conjurer f. 
one that deals in the black art, and raifes fpirits. 

Doc. Comment fcave* vous cela?— how you know 
dat? 

Wife* Some of my neighbours told me fo, and bid 
me have a care of him* I was frighted almoft out of 
my wits — and ihan't come to myfelf a good while. 

ZWv. Po, poi — your neighbour fooliih filly people*. 
Parblieu, I believe he vas one dam rogue— Jernie*, 
if. he come encore into my parloir, I will play de dev& 
vid him— — De pillule* !—le diable ! -— [Exeunt* . 

Scene, The Street:. 

Enter Old Gerald. 

Ger. I am refolved to bribe Beatrice, and make 
her of my party ; fhe is a notable young witty wench*, 
and governs her young miftrefs as (he pleafes; the de- 
vil's in her if ihefs money>proo£ 1 fee her coming, 
forth. 

Enter Beatrice. 

0. Ger. Beatrice, Beatrice ! a word with you* 

Bea. Tome, Sir, doyoufpeak?. 

O.Ger. Yes,, y eg, to you, my pretty, little, witty*, 
failing rogue : hold up your head, here's money for* 
you, . ha ! 

Bea. Two pieces of broad gold ! What is this for ? 

Gen One for thy good* will, and one for thy goad- 
word. 

Bea. As how, Sir,, I befeech you 2 

Ger. Promife me one thing, I will make 'cm ten ; , 
make 'em ten pvefently ;> and. if you fucceed, a hua~ 
died; 

Beam Ayy marry, Sir,.. you fpeak now to the purpofe,, 

Ger. You. know I have obtaiatt the do&or's pro^- 
mjfc to marry, his daughter, fair, Angelica. 

Bea* You have* Sir. 

0. Ger. Her mother refufes her.confcnt to it. . 

Bea, She does fo* 

Ger. Now, child, if you could get for me the youn^ 
lady's content — ~ 

Bea. To. marry,, Sir!. 

G 3 CL6«>. 
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Ger. Ay, ay, to marry her. 

Bea. Is that all ? Come, Sir, (he may look farther, 
and fare worfe. 

O Ger. That's well faid j thftrcV another piece for 
that. 

Bea. I thank you. Sir. 

Gen I know you rule her as you pleafe. 

Bea. Sometimes (he hearkens to me. 

O Ger. Now if you will commend me to her often. 

Bea. As how. Sir ? 

Ger. As thus. By telling her how rich I am ; 
and that I love her fo, I can deny her nothing. 'Tit 
true, I have a fon ; but him I have removed, on pur* 
pofe to make way for her. 

Bea. That was wifely done, Sir* 

Ger. Ay, was it not ? Tell her all' happfnefs con- 
fifts in wealth ; that five may make me fettle alrnoft all I 
have on her, and the children I have by her. 

, * Bea* And do you think you (hall have children by 
« her? 

« Ger. Why not f I am hale and very lufty, Bea- 
« trice ■ If thou doft this for me, befides a hundred 

• pounds I'll give thee on the day I marry her, I'll get 

• thee with child too, give thee a good portion, and 

• marry thee to an honeft (hopkeeper. 

' Bea. Fie, fie ! you offer me too much in conference, 

• Sir ; but for my young miftre f s 

' Ger. Ay, am I fure of thy aiMance there ?' 

Bea. * YeB,' Sir, I'll do my weak endeavour for you*. 
— I'll begin prefently ; I'll fet you forth with commen- 
dations, Sir. 

Ger. How, how, my pretty rogue ? 

Bea. Why. thus, Sir If 4 may be fo bold to advife 

you, Madam, take Mr Gerald, fays I ; let him be your 

hufoand. ;Says (he prefently, Which Mr Gerald 

mean eft thou ? O Madam, fays I, the father certainly: 
the fon's a young extravagant idle fellow ; bk father 
means to difinherit him, unlefs he mends his manners. 

Ger. And fo I do, Beatrice ; that of my fon was 
Well put in Go on. 

Bea. O, but he's old, (he cries— True, Madam, fays • 
I; but then he's rich too, very rich. Whene'er he 

dies, 
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dies, he'll leave you— wealth enough to make you % . 
lady. 

OGcr. That (he may be before, if (he plcafcs sic. 

Bea» 1% tell her fa— Bat (he may (ay, Old men are- 
croft and peevilb.— *No, faya I, he's mild aad humble v 
a fine fwect-tcmper'd gentleman ; he'll doat upon you \ 
he'll act er make you jealous ; he'll not run after other 
women* aa all young fellows do* 

Ger. That was well thought on. 

2ftw« Saya (he, His teeth are naught — O but his* 
breath is fwect.— »His eyes, (ays (he, are funk— O but, 
faya I, he feea without fpectacfes— Says (he, He's an/ 
old, natty, mufty, fufty, (linking 

Ger. Hold, hold !~enough, enough f » -W hen 
(ball I fee her, Beatrice? 

Bea. This very afternoon ; you cannot have a fitter 
opportunity. You know the DoAor is much abroad ;, 
my old miitrefs will be abfent too. If you'll be walking 
about four o'clock near our back-door, I'll let you pri- 
vately into the anatomy room ; there (he (hall meet you, 
Sir. 

Ger. Hold up thy hand, I'll make the three broad 
pieces ten. ■» / There, will tbcfe encourage thee? 

Bea. You are a wife client, Sir; you will not ftarve * 
good caufe, I fee.— ~— 

Ger. 1 fcorn it, Beatrice. 

Bea. One thing I mud acute you, Sir; be vigorous, 
prefs your fuit home to her. * For I muft tell you, there'* 

• a young, debauch'd, lewd fellow, jnft fuch another 
' as your own fon ia> who haunts her ev'ry where y 
1 makes violent love to her; watches all opportunities to 

• fpeak to her; is always making prefents, a*nd fending. 

• letters to hen I'll watch him narrowly ;- I'll fpoil hi* 

• fport. I'll manage Mr Gerald's caufe fo well, if I get 

• not my young miftrefs for him, I'll forfeit my maiden-, 
« head. 

4 Q Ger. Come hither, I mud kifs thee ; I will kifs> 
1 thee; thou art a pretty, witty, merry rogue, and I'll 

• provide for thee.— - 

* Bea. 9 Farewell, Sir; remember four o'clock. If 
you brought fome jewels with you, necklaces, rings, and 

bracelets,. 
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bracelets, only to (hew her, Si r Young girls, yotr 
know, are mightily taken with fuch fine things. 

Ger. I'll do't, my girl! 111 do't!— IH home and 
pick out of my cabinet the heft of aU my pawns, and 
bring 'cm to her.— Bat firft 111 be fprue'd up ; I will 
be (hav'd and wafti'd, and perfum'd too? put on a cleats 
band, and my bed wig, my new hat, and put a clean 
handkerchief in my packet ; and then-— at four o'clock 
-—ay, that's the hour— 111— only to (hew her. 

[Exeunt feparatcly* 
EnterYoung Gerald and Crifpin. -. 

Crif Well* Sir, what think you now of my adven- 
tures ? 

TGer. Why, truly,. they were extraordinary. 

Crif. A dead man — a doctor — an aftrologer— — 

TGer. You made your way through many difficul- 
ties ; but, for my fake, you- mud once more go to the* 
Doctor's houfe. 

Crif. Who I, Sir> 

TGer. Yes* 

Crif I beg your pardon, Sir; you may go and"veo>- 
ture yourfelf, if you pleafc. ■ 

T Ger. Snould I go, and be feen there by the Doc— 
ter, I ruin our defign, and lofe my miftrefs; he'll tell 
my father that I'm in town. You run? no. hazard, for/ 
he knows you not. 

Crif No hazard call you it? I hazard my legs, arms, . 
veins, arteries, and mufcles; and, in the Doctor's gib*- 
beriih, I hazard incifien, diflc&ion, amputation, and cir- 
culation, through the fyftole to the diaftole. — Why, Sir, 
in fuch a cafe, a phyfician cuts up a man with as little* 
remorfe as a haagman carres. a traitor. . 

T Ger. For all that* you muft venture your precious 
felf once more. When I get my miftrefs* 1'lLmake thee 
ample fatisfa&ion.— 

Crif. Well, if 1 muft I muft.— I faw a phyficianV 
habit hang up at a broker's (hop hard by; hire it for 
me — I had rather appear before him • in the (hapc of a* 
doctor than a dead man. — —That habit, . pills, and im- 
pudence, brought me off before, and may again. 

TGer. While I fecure the habit, ftcp to my father's* 
and fecur* the moaey.— — 

Cry* 
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trif I will; — but firft, Sir, tell me what it Latin for 
—I am a do&or. 

T Ger. Mecricua fum.*~~-« 

Cr//I Very well ; medicus furn~*Go about ydur bnsV 
sefe, I'll about mine. Medicus fum, ■■ »■ ■ 

lExitYauug Gerald. 
Well, 'tis a fine thing to uoderftaiid Latin.— I muft be 
fure not to forget medicus fum - ■ ■ ■ Now I'll to the old 
man.- Ho ! talk ef the devil and his horns appear* 

Enter Old Gerald and Martin. 
«" Ger. O Crifpin, where's your mailer ? tell me true. 

Crif Where mould he be ? at the univerfity-— 

Ger. Ay, he ihou'd be at the univerfity— but where 
is he, ha? 

Crif I warrant in hit chamber, hard at ftudy ; or 
elfe in the fchools chopping logic. Pleafe you to give 
me the money, Sk, that I may return to him with 
fpeed. 

Mar. Give you the money?— ha, ha, hal 

Crif. What do you fneer at, ha ? ■ ■ ■* 

Mar* Money! who't the fool then? 

Crif Meddle with your own bufineit, firrab, or I'll 
give you a douce o' the chapt. 

Ger. Be quiet, knave. 

Crif A jackanapes U~to interrupt me*-*** 

Q Ger, Have done, I fay.-— Several of my aaguaint* 
snee tcD me they have feen him here ; here in thia 
town. 

Crif O abominable! 

O Ger. Sirrah, confeft the truth } it he in town? 

Crif Medlcut furrw-he is not here indeed, Sir. 

Man He equivocates, Sir.— Here ? no, ' he it not 
here. 

Ger. But, flave, he is in town.—— 

Crif No. 

Ger. I lie then, do I? 

Crif Medicus fata. 

O Ger. What's that you mutter, rafcal! 

Crif A word I learn'd at the univcrfity.— Medicu* 
fiim; that is, I am a doctor. 

Mar* Yes, of the lying faculty. 

Crif 
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Crif. Sirrah^ if I had you in another place, I wou'i— 

Mar. What wou'd you do? 

Crif. I would diffccl you, rafcal;. run my fift through 
your fyftole and diaftole. 

Mar, Come and you dare; lev's fee what you can do? 

Gcr. Saucy knaves, forbear. 

[They offer to fight ; O Gerald holds up his cane. 

Crif. Sirrah, Til rip up your belly from the xiphoid 
cartilage to the os pubis, you dog . - 

Gcr. The fellow's mad Be quiet, or I'll cudgel 

both of you.— Well, Crifpin, fince your matter's not 
in town, return you to the univerfity ; tell him next 
week 111 fend the money to him by the carrier. 

Crif But, Sir 

Gcr. One word more, and bamboo (hall fly about 
your ears. 

Crif Well, I know what I know. • 

Gcr. What do you know r 

Crif That I'll be reveng'd of that audacious villain. 

Gcr. For what, rafcal? 

Crif Becaufe he's a fac-totum, and fets you againft 
my young mafler and me. 

Gcr. Sirrah, firrab, I cou'd find in my heart— 

Crif Ay, ftrike, if you think good. 

Gcr. Say you fo! There's for you then. 

£Geraldj/r/i*f at Crifpin: he ducks— Gerald, mif- 
. ftng his bhwh fails.— Crifpin, gives Martin a cuff 
and a trip; throws him down, and runs off.'] 

Crif Medicus fum. ^ {Exit. 

Gcr. Help me up, good Martin, 

Mar. Oh, oh! I want help myfelf, Sir: the rogue ha* 
broke my crupper. 

Gcr. The villain has rumpled my cleam ncckdotk 
too. 

Mar. If ever I light on him— 

Gcr. Be patient, Martin. 

Mar. I muft, whether I will or no. 

Gcr. Go home, Martin, I have bufinefs another way. 
—A dog I Medicus fum! {Exit Martin. 

This is the hour; 'tis juft four by my watch: if Bea- 
trice prevails, I am made for ever. 

Mnttr 
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Enter Beatrice. 
Bea. O Sir, are you come? I have been peeping for 
you at the window a whole half hour. 

O Ger. Is the coaft clear? Where's my Angelica? 
Bea. No queftions, but come in* [ExewU 

Scene, The Laboratory. 
Enter Angelica, met by Old Gerald and Beatrice. 

Sea. Look here, Madam, here's Mr Gerald come f 
kifs your hands. * 

Ger. With your favour, Madam— [Salutes her. 

Ang. Well, Mr Gerald, you fee my maid has pre- 
vailed with me* She gives you great commendations 
too J 

Ger. Ay, my fweet; I'll make 'em all good, I war« 
rant you. , 

Ang. I doubt not but you'll love me, Mr Gerald. But 
what reafon is there for ok: to love a man in years, as 
you are? 

O Ger. I have many reafons for your ear, more for 
your eye.— Look here, my queen; here's a necklace of 
pearl worth about five hundred pounds.— Then here's 
a fet of bodkms for your hair, coft fourfcore pounds. 
Then here's a crotchet of diamonds, coft three hun- 
dred:— All, all mall be yours — my little moufe, my pi- 
geon, my waterwagtail.— [Knocking at the door. 

Ang. O heav'n ! fomebody knocks.— I am ruin'd if 
my mother finds you here. 

Bea 9 Ah, Madam, what will become of me? 

Ang. For heav'n' s fake, hide yourfelf j do, Mr Gerald, 

Ger. How? where? I'll do any thing my dear will 
have me. 

Bea. Then ftrip yourfelf to your waiftcoat and draw- 
ers, and lie at your length here on this table I'll tell 

my mailer you're the dead body fent in to be differed. 

Ang. Quickly, Mr Gerald ; if you love me, deny me 
not. 

( Within) — Beatrice, Beatrice ! 

Bea. Make hafte, or we're undone. {They ftrip hint. 

(Within)— Open the door.: why, Beatrice, where arre 
you? 

Bea. 
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Bea. So, fo; whatever they fey or do, be fure you ftir 
aot for your life. 

Ger. So, fo; I am dead as a herring. 

Bea* Whatever happens, Sir, be not afraid— *-Com6 
in. ^ [Exit Angelica* 

Enter Crifpin like a do&or, Young Gerald as his man. 

Bea. I thought I heard my mailer and miftrefs. 

Crif. Faith and troth, they will be after coming pre- 
fently — Och, honey, where is the dead carcafe for di£- 
fedion? 

Bea. Here, Sir. 

Crif Pherry good— Upon my flioul, Ffl male o*bfcr- 
nation of the wifage. — Oh boo, boa, boo : l devil burn me, 
joy, he has bafe countenance. Arra fait he was a theif 
— a cut- throat — hanging phas too good for him. Up- 
*o nay (houl I'll begin the difie&ion now the body is 
warm. 

Boa. What, before my matter cdmes ? 

Crif. Ay fait, honey.— Phere is my man ? Phere are 
the inftruments;? 

T Ger. Here, Sir,1iere» 

jBea. »Blefs me! what's that great knife for? 

Crif My fhoul, that will cut from jugular to jugular 
, thus — — 
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Bea. Hold, Sir, I befecch you-— Fear nothing, Mr 

•Gerald — (Afide to him) — What is that .terrible law for? 

Crif Och, my life ! that v& the difmembering faw, to 

law off the .leg, or the hand, down juft above the joint. 

You will fee. 

[Crifpirt draws one leg fr^m the other, and one arm 

from his body % and Gerald draws 'etn clofe to him 

again. 

Crif Oh boo, boo, boo ! — Devil burn me, I did lay 

-one arm here, and one leg here, to faw off in the middle, 

«nd upon my fhoul the arm and the leg are both gone 

quite home again to the body.— Fait, this is the ftraa- 

£eft living dead body that ever I faw in my life. 

Bea. Oh, Sir, I have feen whole bodies, after they 
have lain here a day or two, get up, and run away. 

OGer. And fo will I $ I'll not ftay to" be butcher'd 
here. 

\He leaps off .the table; as he is creeping ot$i f the 
3 - Dotler 
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Doff or -and his wife enters; — the Doftor falls over 
him* 

Doc* Diable m'emporte ! vat ftrange ting vas dat run 
over me ? 

Bea* Why, Sir, as I was fhowing Mr do&or here the 
dead body that was fent from the gallows* he felt lug 
pulfe ; and laying his hand on his breaft, he found his 
heart panted : then he took his incifion-knife, and, be- 
fore he could touch.his naked fkin, up darted the dead 
body, and run away, juft as you faw, 

Crif. All this is true, Sir, as I am a member of the 
learned faculty. 

Doc. Parblieu, I am amaze ! 

Enter Old Gerald. 

Ger. O undone ! undone ! 

AIL Ah, ah! ■ • [Screaming* 

Wife* He's come again, hufband ; ah, ah ! 

Doc. In de name of goodnefs, vat de devil are you ? 

Ger. Undone ! 1 fay undone ! 

Doc. Etes vous fpirite, on flefti and blood ? anfere. 

OGcr. Give me my cloaths, my jewels, I fay! 

Doc. Parblieu ! I believe it is our ver good friend 
and neighbour Monfieur Girarde ! 

Ger. The fame, the fame ! O dear, O dear ! 

Doc. Et pourquois faites vous tant bruit ? — vat you 
make a dis noife ?— * et vy you come vidout your breeches, 
in dis nafty pofture V 

Ger. That baggage there, and the young witch 
your daughter, have contrivM to abufe and cheat me out 
of two thoufand pounds worth of jewels that were pawn'd 

to me How, tny fon here! 

Enter Young Gerald and Angelica. 

T Ger. Yes, Sir, and my wife. 

Ger. And married too ? then all is at an end : but 

where are my cloaths, and 

* T Ger. Your cloaths are fafe enough, Sir— Crifpia 
can tell you how I came by 'em. 

Doc. Crifpin S 

Crif. Dr Crifpin, Sir; at your fervice ! [Struts* 

Doc. Aha ! parblieu, he be one bien comic figure ! 

Ger. Crifpin my rogue ? 

Crif Non rogus, non dogus— medicus fura. 
Vol. I. H Get. 
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Ger. Give me my jewels ! my jewels, I fay 

Y Ger. The jewels, Sir, fo well become my wife, I 
think you cannot in confcicnce demand them back. 

Ger. How ! what ! 

Ang. They were his own free gift ; he fcorns to take 
what ne has given me. 

Doe. C'eft vrai — 'tis very true.— Aha ! etez vous 

tnarrie done ? e bien ! blefsa you bot togeder, you 

prit littel devil you ! Monfieur Girarde, you mufta 

forgive dem Ecoutes — ve vill ave a de bon fuppl, ct 

be ver merry tous enfemble — alia togeder ; et done ve 
vill hear les avantures de Doctor Crifpin. 

Cr'tfi Beatrice and I will tell you the whole ftory ; 
And a.8 we fnack'd the fees, we'll fhare the glory. 
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FLORIZEL and PERDITA; 

OR, THE 

SHEEP-SHEARING: 

A DRAMATIC PASTORAL. 

IN TWO ACTS. 

(Altered from Sh akisfeahe's WINTER'S TALE.) 

D&AMATIS PER.90NA. 

MEN, 

; Dublin. Edmburtb, iftu 

Polxxenesy king of Bithynia, Mr Love. Mr Kelly. 

i Florixel, his fon, ' Mr Barry. Mr Woods. 

J ^^^^^l^rkr. Mrwhiu. 

| Amtigonus, a Sicilian lord, difO 

| gnifed as a ihepherd, .under v Mr Heaphy. Mr Fowler, 

the name of Alton, 3 

Autolictu, an arch pedlar, Mr King. Mr Johnfon. 

Clown, - - Mr Cunningham Mr Charteria* 

women 
JW^foppofcd daughter to J lm ^^ ^ g^ 

Dorcas, - - Mrs Pye. Mrs White. 

Mog/a, - . Mrs Love. Mrs Collins. 

Shepherds y Sbepherdejfes, &C. 

Scene, Bithynia. 



ACT I. 

Enter the King and Camillo. 

Kino. 

• HOU know'ft, my worthy, my endear'd Camilla, 
How much prince Florizel my fon afflifts me 

H 2 With 
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With the flrangc courfes he of late hath follow'd. 
We oft have wontier'd whence arofe the change 
So vifible in thoughts, words, looks, and actions. 

Cam. I oft have thought it ftrange. 

King. My good Camiilo, 
Pre had intelligence, the time he deals 
From Ji8, from ftudyi and from manly feats 
\& And exercife of arras, is buried all 

Beneath an aged fhepherd's fordid roof, 

Whofe bleating flocks fpreado'er that beauteous vale 

That winds along the river's fide ; a ftranger, 

Here fettled in Bithynia fome few years ; 

Who yet beyond th' imagination rofe 

Of all his neighbours, yea, from very nothing, 

To large pofieflions and unnumber'd flocks. 

Cam. I've heard of fuch a man, who hath a daughter 
. Of note mod rare, beyond her low eftate. 
: * King. Ay, that's the angle plucks him to his ruin. 

Fool! to be caught with fuch a paltry bait! 
• A woman's bait!' — I cou'd have patience with hira, 
Meant he to fport it with the amorous wench : 
But, O Camiilo!* where (hall I find patience? 
— — 1 hou'lt not believe me, mould I fwear it true;—* 
My fon, prince Florizel, Bithynia'a hopes, 
JMy kingdom's heir, this very day intends 
To wed the daughter of that bafe-born clown! 

Cam. A prince to wedapeafant! 

King* f I is moll certain. 
But to confound him paft all contradiction, 
We mean, at once, to prove and to prevent it. 
To-day old Alcon (that's her father's name) 
Holds an accuftom'd rite, facred to Pan 
The god of flocks : it is their (hearers feaft ; 
At which he mean3 to folemnize the nuptialt 
With rural pomp and paftoral feftivity ; 
But I fhall difconcert 'em. I'll thither; 
And thou, Camiilo, (hall attend me too, 
Difguis'd like ftrangers chance had fummon'd there. 

Cam. You may difpofe me as your grace (hall lift : 
Yet ftill I think the prince, in your report, 
It much abus'd. I fcarce can think it true. 

King. 
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King. I'll think as thou 'till I ha? c provM the fa& 

[Exeunt. 

Scemb, A rural profteft near Alcon's houfe. Florizel 
and Pcrdita difcoveredjttting. 

Flo. Thcfc your unufual weeds, to each part of yott J3C -t* 
Do give a life : No fhepherdefs ; but Flora, 
Peering in April's front. This your fhcep-fhearing 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods, 
And you the queen of it! 

Per. My gracious Lord, ' 

To chide at your extremes it not becomes me : 
pardon that I name them! Your high felf, 
The gracious mark o' the land, you have obfcur'd 
With a fwain's wearing ; and me, poor lowly maid^ * 
Moil goddefs-like prank'd up. 

Flo. I blefs the time 
When my good falcon made her flight acroft 
Thy father's ground ;(ccle(tial guide to where 
My treafure lay. ) 

Per. Now Jove afford you eaufe ; 
To me the difference forges dread; your great nefs* 
Hath not been usM to fear: even now 1 tremble, 
To think your father, by fome accident, 
Shou'd pafs this way as you did. O the fates! 
How wou'd he look to fee his work, fo noble, 
Vilely bound up ! What would he fay ? or how 
Should I, in thefe my borrow'd flaunts, behold 
The fternnefs of his prefence ? 

Flo. Apprehend 
Nothing but jollity : The gods themfelves, 1 * 

Humbling thf ir deities to love, have taken 
The (hapes of beafts upon them. Jupiter 
Became a bull* and bellow'd ; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated; and the fire-rob'd god. 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble fwain, 
As I feem now* Their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer. 
Nor in a way fo chafte, 
Since my wiftas run not before my honour, 
Nor my dc fires burn hotter than my faith. • «* "* 

(This- day, my Perdita, (hall make thee mine! ) <■ 

Hj. Sptat "' 



9& PLORIZEL and PERDITA ; o*, 

Speak' to mc, lore 1 and charm me with thy voice: 
Per. No ; let me only anfwer you with blufhes, 
If I fhould fpeak, you'd think I were too fond: 
My tongue's afhara'd t' interpret for my heart. 
Flo, Hence with referve ; it is a foe to love. 
What you tell me is whifper'd to yourfelf. 
Virtue and love may harmlefs fport together, 
like little lambs that wanton on the plain ; - 
£ While, like a faithful paftor by their fide, 

Honour keeps off each ravenous deiire. 

Per. I think you love me ; and 1 think there is 
Such virtue fiiines about you, that I dare 
lntruft mine honour to your faithful love. 
Oft, oft I wifti thou wert fome peafant fwain, 
Born lowly aa myfelf ; then fhou'd we live 
Unknown, unenvy'd, in our humble (late, 
Content with love beneath the cottage ftraw. 

Flo. By Heav'n, there's fuch a charm in all thy words, 
. " I wi(h I were juft what you'd have me be ; 

Diftinguifh'd only from the reft by love. 
But, deareft Perdita, with thefe forc'd thoughts 
I pray thee darken not this day of mhth; 
For truft me, love, I will be ever thine. 

Be merry, gentle! \Flowri(h* 

The guefts are come ; let's in and entertain 'em: 
Chearily, nor think of ought but jollity and love. 

\Exeunt* 

Scene, The Country. Enter King and Camillo like* old 
Yeomen. 

King. I am certain it cannot be far off, though we 
have loft oxir way — Who have we here ? We'll aft: this 
I ; i merry fellow. 

Enter AuloYicmJinging. 
When daffodils, begin to peere, 
With hey the doxy over the dale, 

Why then comes \w the fweet o' the year ; 
lor the red blood reigns o'er the winter's pale. 

The lark that tirra lyra chants, 
With hey, with hey the thrufh and the jay. 
Are fummcr-fongs for me and my aunts, 
As we lie tumbling in the hay* 

King. 
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King. Why, fellow! .' - 

Aid. Fellow! fellow qtiotha ! who made you and me !*■> 
fellows ? Do you know who you fpeak to, Sir ? 
iT/#£ No, truly. 

-*faf. I thought fo by your manners. I'd have you 
to know, Sir, I've been at court, Sir, and have feen the 
king, Sir. 

King. I cry you mercy, Sir : I did not know you 
had been fo great a man. And pray, how do you like 
him? 

AuU Why, hum! but fo fo ; fo fo :— and yet he** 
well enough too ; but that he wants it here a little—— >-"• 
he's not the wrijeft man in the world ; bnt a damn'd mer- 
ry fellow for all that, and an excellent companion. 
King. Then you and he have been acquainted ? 
Aut. As great as a cup and can, Sir. Lord, lord, I 
(hall never forget the day tjiat I and he— ha, ha, ha !— - 
'twou'd make you die with laughing, to fee the old wo- 
man foufe the king with a pail of fuds ha, ha, ha! 

I never fpent fuch a day but I'll fing you a fong the 

lung made upon that very occafion. \$ing**. 

The white fheet bleaching o'er the hedge, ;'V '■- * 

With hey the fweet birds how they fing! 
Doth fet my progging^tooth an edge ; 
For a pot of ale is a difh for a king. 
King. Did the king make this? 
Aut. 1 help'd him a little ; for, as I faid, he is fome- 

what dull. He finim'd the three firil lines, and waa 

damnably fet for a rhyme to Jing ; when I takes up the 
pot, and, flapping him on the back, hit off at once, 
For a pot of ale is a dijh for a king. — But to fee how he 
look'd when he found 1 had drunk it all off — ha, ha, ha ! • - 
I (hall never forget it, were I to live a thoufand years: 
but we had t'other pot, and then compos'd t'other fong 
upon this fame wafh-woman's fair daughter. You (hall 

hear that too hem, hem ! \Sings* 

The linen by her fingers preft, 
Convey 'd love's poifon to my bread; ' 
My heart grew hot, 1 felt the hurt; 
I die, like Herc'les, by a (hirt. 
Cupid, to wound, took neither bow nor dart ; 
But with her fmoothing-iron fir'd my heart* * - 

Oh, 
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Oh, the king's a rare poet, with a little of my help.— 
.The king and I had a had difpute aboutthe fourth line, 

Idle, like Here 'to, byajbirt. 
He faid it was a good comparifement for a king, but 
woudn't do for a pedlar; whereof I look'd four, and 
afk'd, Why fo, pray? Becaufe, faid he, few pedlars 
die worth a fhirt There he had me on the hip ; and we 
both laugh'd fo heartily, that I was oblig'd to drink off 
the reft o' the beer, or I fhould have burft. In troth, 
* 1 fr he's a good-humoured man, and a pretty poet, to my 

thinking. Come, you muft buy it. 

King. Nay, fince 'tis the king's poetry, 'tis fit all his 
good lubje&s fhould buy "it ; and if thou'lt fet us on our 
way, there's money for thee. 

Aut. I've no change, mafter. 

King. I want none ; thou may 'ft keep it all. And 
now, I pray thee, without further words, which is the 
neareft way to the houfe of one Alcon, an aged. yeoman 
•f good repute, that lives hereabouts ? 
'° Aut. Are voir going to mafter Alcon's? I'm heartily 

glad of it ; for I (hall meet you there by-and-by. There's 
to be high doings! — a fheep- (hearing and a wedding: 
and if that will not make fport enough for one day, I 
wonder at it. We fhall not lack for good cheer, I war- 
rant you ; and I hope to fell a parcel of my wares. 

King. Doft thou believe it now, Camillo ? {Apart. 

Cam. But pray, who is to be married there ? 

Aut. Why, young Mrs Perdita his daughter ; the 
prettieft lafs, mafter! — Od's life, {he'll make thy old 
gums water when thou fee'ft her. When you go there, 
put it about, that we may all kifs the bride. I long 
dearly to have one fmack at her. 

Cam. And what is he that is defign'd her hufband ? 

Aut. Why, fome give out that he's a gentleman ; 
but this world. is fo ftrangely given to lying, that I 
fcarce believe a word in ten- 1 hear to any body's advan- 
tage : but if he were, I'm fure he's nothing the better 
for that ; for 1 never was acquainted with a gentleman, 
that is to fay, to drink with him or fo, that was not the 
*> * faddeft dog in natuie. Your gentlemfen are fad dogs ! 

lad dogs indeed ! But this young man has too. good a 

chara&er 



Thi SHEEF-SHEATtlNG. 9) 

chara&er for a gentleman : Alas ! they fay he has ho- 
nour, and honefty, and love, and virtue, and all that 
trumpery duff, that you never meet with in gentlemen 
now-a-days: but 'tis no matter; Alcon hath enough 
for her and him too, though he were as poor, and as ex* 
travagant, as any gentleman of 'em all. 

King. But Alcon, 1 fuppofe, knows for certain who 
and what he is to whom he gives his daughter ? 

Aut. I know not that ; 'tis none of my concern. <*. 

King. Then pray direct us thither. 

Aut. Come here.— You go along this foot-path (for 
if you tread in the grafs, you'll have a quarter- ilafF over 
your pate) ; crofs the ftile at the end o' the meadow % \ 
then wind along the river's fide to where it tumbles and 
flounces down the rock as white as fillabub ; then turn- 
ing to the left, mount up the rifing ground, leaving the 
wood a little to the right, till coming to a fpacious lawn, - 
clofe nibbled by the fheep as if 'twere (horn, ilraight on 
you may defcry old Alcon's dwelling ; though not a £ ; 

fine one, the warmed hereabouts. Some bufinefs calls 
me another way; but in an hour 111 be with you there* 
{Sings.) Jog on, jog on, "the footpath-way, "jy 

And merrily bend the ftile-— a \ 
A merry heart goes all the day, 

Your fad one tires in a mile — a. [.Ex//; 

ACT II. 

Scene it/covers Alcon, Florizel, Perdira, thi King, Ca- 
millo, ivttb Shepherds and Shepberdejjes. 

Al. TTTEtcoM!, kind friends! welcome, gentle 

VV Grangers! 

This day we dedicate to mirth and feafting. 
You're welcome all : I pray you, lack for nothing. 

King. Cou'dft thou believe this, had not thy own eyet 
Borne uncorruptcd witnefs of the truth ? [To Camilla 

AL Fie, daughter, when my old wife liv'd, upon "MTT '-» 
This day (he was bbth pan tier, butler, cook, 
Both dame and fervant ; welcom'd all, ferv'd all ; 
Wou'd fiug her fong, and dance her turn. . * 

Yom 
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1 You are retir'd, 

As if you were a feafted one, and not 

The hoftefs of the meeting. Pray you bid 

Thcfe unknown friends to's welcome ; for it is 

A way to make us better friends, more known. 

Come, quench your blufhes, and prefent yourfelf 

That which you are, mi lire fs o' the feaft. Gome on, i 

And bid us welcome to your fheep- {hearing, 

As your good flocks (hall profper. 

Per. Sirs, you are welcome. ! 

% 9 It is my father's will I (hou'd take on me I 

The hoftefsfhip o* the day. You're welcome, Sirs. j 

Give me thofe flow'rs, Dorcas. Reverend Sirs, 
For you there's rofemary and rue : thefe keep : 

Seeming and favour all the winter long. 
Grace and remembrance be unto you both, 
And welcome to our (hearing. 

King. Shepherdefs, 
A fair one are you : well you fit our ages 
With flow'rs of winter. , , . 
■ * Per. Here are flow'rs for you ; ' 

Hot lavender, mint, favory, marjoram, 
The marygold, that goes to bed with the fun, 
And with him rifes weeping. Thefe are flow'ri 
Of middle- fummcr ; and 1 think they are giv'ft i 

To men of middle age. Y'are welcome. | 

Cam. I fhou'd leave grazing were 1 of your flock, 
And only live by gazing. 

Per. Out, alas! 
You'd be fo lean, that blafis of January [friend*, 

Wou'd blow you through and through. Now, my faircft 
I wou'd I had fome flow'rs o' the fpring, that might 
- Become your time of day ; and yours, and yours, 
That wear upon your virgin-branches yet . i 

Your maiden biufhes. O Proferpina ! I 

For the flow'rs now, that, frighted, thou let'ft fall j 

From Dis's waggon : daffodils, I 

That come before th,e fwallow dares, and take 
The winds of March with beauty ; violets, dim, j 

^ s But fweeter than the lids of Juno's^eyes, 

Or Cytherea's breath ; pale primrofes, 

That 
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That die unmarryM ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in his ftrength ; gold oxlips, and 
The crown-imperial; lilies of all kinds 
-• dThat in the valley grow.) O* thefe I lack 
To make you garlands of, and my fweet friend 
To ftrow him o'er and o*cr. 

Fhr. What, like a corfe ? 

Per. No ; like a bank, for love to lie and play on : 
Not like a coffee-Come, take your flbw'rs : 
Methinks I play as I have feen them do I » 

In Whitfon'paftorals. (Pd make you welcome, 
But I fear I weary you. J 

Flo. Whate'er you do, 
Still betters what is done. When you fpeak, fweet ! 
Pd have you do fo ever; when you fing, 
Pd have' you buy and fell, give alms, and pray 
In fuch fweet notes ; and ordering your affairs, 
To fing them too ; or when you dance, 
U • /take a fmooth wave by gentleft winds heav'd up, 

So move you to the mufic's dulcet breath, 70 

That I couM wifh the motion were perpetual V 

Per. O Doricles ! your praifes are too large. • . • 

King. This is the prettied low-born lafs that ever 
Ran on the green-ford ; nothing (he does, or feems, 
But fmackB of fomething greater than herfelf, 
1 Too noble for this place. /.'Had Florizel -\ .„ 

But thought of bedding without wedding, : 

I well cou'd like his liking. [To Camillo. 

Cam. In good footh, {he is the very pofy of all fweets. 

Al. Come, come, you'd have the paftime to yourfelves; * 4 

But you'll find leifure, time hereafter, 

For tales of love. The paftorals begin, 

I And each one bear a burden in the fong. 
Perdita^rjw. 

» Come, come, my good fliepherds, our flocks wemuft/hear, 
1 In your holiday-fuits with your laffes appear : 
The happieft of folks are the guiltlefe and free— 
And who are fo guiltlefs, fo happy, as we ? 

II. 
We harbour no paffions by luxury taught ; 
We pra&ife no arts with hypocrify fraught : 

What 
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?ft What we think in our hearts you may read in our eyes; 

'For, knowing no falfehoad, we need no di&uifc. 

III. 
By mode and caprice are the citydarnes led; 
But we as the children of nature are bred : 
By her hand alone we are painted and dreft ; 
For the rofes will bloom when there's peace in the breaiL 

IV - 

That giant Ambition, we never can dread; 
Our roofs are too low for fo lofty a head: 
Content and fweet cheerfulnefs open our door; 
. They fmile with the fimple, and feed with the poor. 

v • 
1 «• When love has pofTefs'd.us, that love we reveal; 

Like the flocks that we feed are the paffion9 we /eel: 
So harmlefs and fimple, we fport and we play, ' 
And leave to fine folks to deceive and betray. 

King* I pray, good fhepherd, what fair fwain is that, 
Whofe happy hand is to thy daughter's lock'd, 
Like turtles pair d, that never mean to part? 
ill* U '. AL They call him Doricles; and he boafts himfelf 
To have a worthy breeding; but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I btlieve it. 
He looks like footh He fays he loves my daughter: 
1 think fo too; for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as he'll ftand and read 
As 'twere my daughter's eyes: And, to be plain, 
I think tl'ere is not half a kifs to choofe 
Who loves another beft. — af young Doricles 
Do light upon her, fhe matt bring him that 
Whic*h he not dreams of., \ w 9 , 

Enter Clown. 
CL O matter, if you did but hear the pedlar at the 
door, you would never dance again after a tabor and 
pipe; no, the bagpipe could not move you; he fings fe- 
veral tunes fafter than you|ll tell money; he utters them 
as he had eaten ballads:* then he hath ribbons of all the 
colours i* the rainbow; inkles, cambrics, lawns, and 
garters for the maids; and he fings 'em over as they were 
gods or goddefles: you would think a fmock were a fhe* ^ 
2 angel, 
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angel, he fo chants to the flecve-band, and the work up- 
on the gullet. 

King. Admit him; he's a merry fellow* 

AL Ay, bring hkn ; we are all for mirth to-day. 

Enter Autolicusj£«£//f£. ' ^ 

Will you buy any tape, or lace for your cape, •* 

My dainty duck, my dear — a ? 
Any filk, any thread, any toys for your head, 

Of the n ewe ft and fined fine ware — a? 
Come to the pedlar; money's the medlar, 
That uttereth all mens ware — a. * • * 

Flo. What haft here ? Ballads ? 

Mop. Pray now buy fome ; I love a ballad in print, or 
a life ; for then we are fure they are true. 

Aut. Here's one to a very doleful tune, how a ufurer'a ' 
wife/was brought to-be d with twenty money-bags at a 
burden; and how fhellongM to eat adders heads and 
toads carbonado'd. 

Mop. Is it true, think you? 

Aut. True,/upon my honour. — What! do you think 
becaufe 1 cany a pack, I'd carry a pack of lies about? 
Here's the midwife's hand to it ; one Mrs Taleporter, 
and fix honed wives that were prefent. I myfelf faw 
£ve young adders creep out of her noftrils and in agaia 
at her mouth, j 

Dor. Blefsnie from marrying a ufurerl 

Aut. Here's another ballad of a great huge fifti*' with 
eyes like full moons, and twenty rows of teeth as long 
as plough- (hares, with a tail like a fiery dragon's, which 
appeared upon the coaft the 32d of April, new flile, 
breathing flames and brimftone, vomiting out pincu- 
(hions and love-letters. It fung this very fong againffc 
hard-hearted maids. It was thought this beautiful 
monfter was a woman; and that fhe was turn'd into a 
horrible thornback, for having picre'd fo many young 
mens hearts in this world, by turning her back upon 'cm ; 
and me now continues a kind of frightful fifh, call'd an 
Old Maid.^ Come, buy it. Its a pretty pitiful ballad,' 
and as true as the former. « >• • [TAey retire* 

King. How now, fair fhepherd, 
Your heart is full of fomething, that does take 
Your mind from fcafting. Sooth, when I was young, 

Vol. I. I And. 
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And handed love, as you do, I was wont 
To load my (he with knacks: I would have ranfack'd 
The pedlar's filfcen treafury, and have pourM it 
To her acceptance. * * - 

Flo. Old Sir, I know 
She prizes not fuc^ trifles as thefe are. 
The gifts (he looks, from me, are pack'd and lock'd 
Up in my heart. •' O hear me breathe my life 
Before this ancient Sir, who, it mould feem, 
Hath fometime lov'd. I take thy hand, this hand, 
Soft as the down of Venus' doves; and white 
As Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd fnow 
That's bolted by the northern blaft twice o'er. • • 

King. How prettily, young fwain, you feem to wafli 
The hand was fair before ! I've put you out : 
But to your proteftation; let me hear. 
What you profefa? 

Flo. Do, and be witnefs to't. 

King. And this my neighbour too ! 

Flo. And -he, and more 
Than he and men ; the earth and heav'n9, and all 
The ruling planets in their circling orbs; 
That, were f crown'd the moft imperial monarch, 
Thereof moft worthy,*fiad force and knowledge 
More than was ever man's, I would not prize them 
Without her love ; for her employ them all, 
Commend them and condemn them to her fcr vice, 
Or to their own perdition. 

King. Fairly ofFer'd. 

Cam. This (hows a found affc&ion. 

Al. But, my daughter, 
Say you the like to him? 

Per. I cannot fpeak 
So well; nothing fo well; no, nor mean better. 
By the pattern of mine own thoughts, I cut out 
The purity of his. , < * 

. Al. And, friends unknown, you (hall bear witnefs to't 
i Obfcrve the young man well, and note him fo, 
That in what garb hereafter you may fee him, 
Still may you paint his features in your mind.^» 
I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his* 
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Flo. O! thatmuftbc *'0 

I' the virtue of your daughter: one being' dead, 
I fhall have more than you can dream ofyet, 
Enough then for your wonder. , * > 
/ Aut. Mailer Graybeard, hark ! a word with you ; be 
Hire you remember to let us all kifs the bride. 

King. Fear it not ; when they are married, you fhall 
- kifs the bride. 

Flo. Come on; why dq you now delay my bli£s? J 

King. Soft, fwain, a while; 'befeech you, 
Have you a father? *3 4 * 

Flo. \ have: but what of him? 

King. Knows he of this ? 

Flo. He neither does nor fhall. 

King. Methinks a father 
1 3 at the nuptial of his fon a gueft 
That beft becomes the table. Pray you once more* 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reafonable affairs ? % * * 

Flo. No, good Sir; 
He has his ftrength, am! ampler ftrength indeed %s '~ y 

Than raoft have of his age. 

Kim. By my white beard, 
You offer him, if this be fo, a wrong 
Something unniial. (Let him know iW . * 

Flo. He fhall not. \ 

King. Prithee let him. 

Flo No; he muft not. 

Ai. Let him, my fon, he fhall not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

/> Flo. Come, come, he muft not. S> 

CYou interrupt us, Sir: no more of this. 
But mark our vows! 

King. Mark your divorce, young Sir, 

[Dijcovtring thnfefjfl 
Whom fon I dare not call: thou art too bafe 
To be acknowledged. Thou a fceptre's heir, 
That thus affe&s a fheep-hook! Thou old traitor, 
I'm forry, that, by hanging thee, 1 can but 
Shorten thy life one week. And thou frefh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who of force muft know 
The royal fool thou cop'ft with. : " 
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Per. Wilt plcafc you, Sir, be gone? \Tb Flov 

I told you what would come of this* Befeech you, 
Of your own ftate take care. This dream of mine,. 
Being now awake, I'll queen it no inch farther, 



fit milk my ewes and weep. 
King. By heav'n he knows 1 
Flo. What! blufh to love ? 
I glory in't : for 'tis the next Ir 
Of mortal fouls to the divine perfection ! 



fij ^ h u King. By heav'n he knows mel yet he blufhes'not. 
4 \ ^ Flo. What! blufh to love ? Shame light on him that 
+*" I glory in't : for 'tis the next approach • [doe*! 



% t a # King. I tax not love, but thy degenerate choice. 

Flo. Can you look there, and yet arraign my choice? 
No: 'tis the will of heav'n (he fhou'd be lov'd; 
And 'twere an impious pride to contradict it. 

King. Doft thou ftill perfift? 

Flo. Perfift to death. — My Perdita, my love! 
Let not affliction change that lovely cheek; 
I've fworn, and will be thine till death. 

King. And thou flialt keep thy vow. Camillo, call 
Our guards, and lead this forcerefs and her fire 
*. ] j To in flan t death. 

Flo. I charge you, Sir, forbear. 
By heav'n, the firft that touches herihall die! 

King. Rcfiftance is in vain. There waits without 
An armed force, full fifty times your ftrength. 

Aut. O blood! I fhall be hang'd too for the damn'd 
lies I told him of himfelf* 

King. For thee, fond boy, if I but fee thee figh* 
We will cut off the hopes of thy fucceflion, 
Nor hold thee of our blood. 
*i V Flo. From my fucceflion wipe me ; 1 (hall be 

Heir to her love, and reign within her heart* 

Cam. This is madnefs, Sir. 

Flo. Call it what you will : 
To barter fhow for bappinef* is gain. 
JNot for Bithynia will 1 break my faith, 
Plighted to this my fair beloved bride. 

AU Moft gracious king! if thou'lt vouchfafe to lu»ar 
A wretch, whom once youhonour'd with your friendship, 
As did Camillo, hearken to Antigonus. 

\Difcovering bimfslf. 

King. Antigonus! 

Cam* How! rifen from the dead! 

King^ 
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King. 'Tis he indeed, 
If my own fenfes vouch the wond'rous truth! 
Twas faid thou wert devoured by hungry wolves* 

AL So it hat been for fixtecn years believM. 

King. Whence then this myftery I How cam'ft thott 
thither? * 

AL Yotr may remember, (for you- bore a part] 
Then in Sicilia in our fad calamities)^ 
Leon tea growing jealons of his queen j 

Far gone with child, raoft barbaroufly dbom'di 3 c? 

The infant (he mould bear to fudden death. 
I undertook the cruel tafkj: 
Firft vowing, to royfeif to fave the babe* 
And fly with it to fome more peaeeful Atom. 
Entering a wood with this determination, . 
Ifpy'dthe car cafe of* a man but newly 
Slain, and half devoured by a wolf* 
On that I put my clothes, and: near it drewM' 
The infant's little weeds all fmear'd with blood r 
Which. being- found* and known, 'twas thought by att 3 ' 

That we were both . devoured by wild beafts 
Then flying with my little charge, I came to feck 
An hofpttablc flicker in Bithynia. , ■■■ 
How well my ward in fixtecn years hath grown* 
Turn there, and you may fee. 

Flo. MyPerdita is then a princefsl! 

AL My Lord, I knew that Dorklca> was FIoriad$; , 
Eflfe fhou'd he not 

Have leave to look. upon her royal* beauties. 
Take her, my Lord.— in truth (he i» a treafure - ' 

More worth than all the riches of the eaft! 
So fweet her difpofition, . 
You'd' think that mercy,, charity, and peace. 
Were come from heav'n, and lodgM within her breaft'l! 
My child, my child 1 thou'rt now my child.no more I 
Yet don't forget that once you oall'd me father* 

Per. Ne'er (halt thou meet lefs reverence and love 
Than heretofore, but much more gratitude. 

King. Since thou haft loft one father, gentUftmaid;, 
Tis fitting. I provide thee with another. -. ., 

Give me thy hand, my ion : here take thy Perdit*$ 
And may the gods ihow'r hlefiings on yc both 1 
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Fk. O let me fall and kifs your royal feet! 
My lord! my father I now I'm bleft indeed! 
And, you, my Perdita! my love, my princefs ! 
O 'tis too much ! 'tis happinef* too great ! 

Per, That you are mine,. I joy,, howe'er it be ^ 
But no lefs truly fhou'd I joy, had you 
Fall'n to my ftate, than that I rife to yours. 

Cam. Now to confirm thy joy* Antigonus, 
Leontes, fatisfy'd his queen was virtuous, 
For many years has mourn'd his infant loft, 
Depriv'd of.etfry child :. and now thy Perdita 
Is only heirefs of Sicilia's crown. 

Ail. Joy, joy to Perdita and Florizel ! 

AuU (kneeling,) O my good lady princefs, let the joy- 
be univerfal ; .leave not a wrinkled brow, or cloudy face 
in all the realm, upon this happy day : begin your reign-- 
with gracelefs a&s of mercy - r intreat the good king*, 
your worthy father-in-law, to forgive me all the damn'dr 
lies I told' him of himfelf. I own I have been a very 
great rogue, and deferve hanging ; but I will mend my 
life, and promife that I will never do the like no more. 
Oh, ok! ICrieu- 

Per. May I prefume to fue for mercy for him ? 

King; He needs it not 5. he is a pleafant knave, 
And ne'er offended ua. Be merry, Sirrah* 

AuU Huzza, huzza, huzza !.— aceprieve,a reprieve!' 
■ ■ But may it pleafe your Grace— he, he, he!— 
I hope you don't forget your promife, he, he, he! : 
that when they were married, I mould kifs the bride^ 

King. And fo thou (halt \. 1'lLfet thee an example*. 

\JCijfes Perdita. 

AuU (kiffes her.) This is the firft time I ever kifs'd. 
a princefs ; and this Stall- be the laft, (again*) By Ju- 
piter I think myfelf infpir'd :. and if all your jnajeftiesr 
wilt give me leave, I'll fing you a.fong I have made ex* 
Itumpery upon the occafion. [Singu 

L. 

, Then let us all be blithe and gay, 

Upon this joyful bridal. day,. 
. That Florizel weds Perdita. 

And 
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II. 
And let each nymph and fhepherd tell,. 
No happy pair e'er Wd fo well 
As Perdita and Florizel. . * 

Sing high, fing low, fing ding dong bell fc 
No happy pair e'er lov'd fo welL 
Aa Perdita and ElorizeU. ..?7 [ 
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ACT I. 

Scene, Jin apartment in Freeman's ffoujk 
Freeman and Lovel* entering. 

Freeman* 

A Country boy ! ha, ha, ha!— How long has this 
fcheme been in your head? 
Lev. Some time.— I am now convinced of what you. 
have often been hinting to me, that I am confoundedly 
cheated by my fervanta. 
Free. Oh, are you fatisfied at laft>. Mr Lovel ? I al- 
ways, 



HIGH LIFE. BELOW STAIRS. to? 

ways told you, that there is not a worfe fet of fervants 
in the parifh of St James's, than in your kitchen. 

Lov. 'Tis with fome difficulty I believe it pow, Mr 
Freeman ; -though, I mull own, my expence9 often make 

me ftarc. Philip, I am fure, is an honeft fellow; and 

I will fwear for my blacks. — If there is a rogue among 
my folks, it is that furly dog Tom. 

Free. You are miftaken in every one. Philip is an 
hypocritical rafcal ; Tom has a good deal of furly ho- 
nefty about him; and for your blacks, they are as bad 
as your whites. 

Lov. Prithee, Freeman, how came you to be fo well 
acquainted with my people ? None of the wenches are 
hand fome enough to move the affections of a middle- 
aged gentleman as you are" — ha, ha, ha ! 

Free. You are a young man, tyfr Lovel, and take a 
pride in a number of idle unneceflary fervants, who are 
the plague and reproach of this kingdom. 

Lov. Charles, you are an old-fafhion'd follow. Ser- 
vants a plague and reproach ! ha, ha, ha ! I would have 
forty more, if my houfe would hold them. Why, man, 
in Jamaica, before I was ten years old, I had a hundred 
blacks kiffing my feet every day. 

Free. You gentry of the Weftern Mies are high -mettled 
ones, and love pomp and parade.— I have feen it delight 
your foul, when the people in the ftreet have flared at 
your equipage ; efpecially if they whifpered loud enough 
to be heard, " .That is fquire Lovel, the great Weft- 
u Indian" — ha, ha, ha! 

Lov. I mould be verry forry if we were as fplenetic aa 
you northern iflandcts, who are devoured with melan- 
choly and fog — ha, ha, ha ! No, Sir, we are children of 
the fun, and are born to diffufe the bounteous favour 
which our noble parent is pleafed to beftow on us. 

Free. I wifh you had more of your noble parent's re- 
gularity, and lefs of his fire. A a it is, you confume fa 
faft, that not one in twenty of you live to be fifty years 
old. 
Lov. But in that fifty we live two hundred, my dear; 

mark that But to bufinefs— I am refolved upon my 

frolic I will know whether* my fervants are rogues 

er not. If they are, I'U bafUnado the rafcals ;. if not, 

I 
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I think F ought to pay for my impertinence.— —Pray 
tell me, is not your Robert acquainted with my people? 
Perhaps he may give a little light into the thing. 

Free* To tell you the truth* Mr Lovel, your fervants 
arc Go abandoned, that I*have forbid him your houfe.-*- 
HowLvt-r, if you have a mind to aik him any qtieftion, 
he mall be forthcoming. 

J^cv* Let us have him. 

Free* You mail : but it is an hundred to one if yon 
get any thing out of him ; for though he is a very ho- 
ndl ftllow, yet he is fo much of a fervant, that he'll ne- 
ver tell any thing to the difadvantage of another. 
"Who waits? (Enter Servant.) Send Robert to me. {Exit 
Servant, ) — And what was it determined you upon this 
project at lad? 

J.ov. This letter. It is an anonymous one, and fo 
ought not to be regarded ; but it has fomething honeft 

in it, and put me upon fatisfying my curiofity Read 

it. [Gives the Utter. 

Frew, I mould know fomething of this hand— -£ifo»&. 
" To Peregrine Lovel, Efq; 
" Pleafe your honour, 

" I take the liberty to acquaint your honour, that 
" you are fadly cheated by your fervants.— —Your ho- 
" ncur will find it ae I lay— 1 am not willing to be 
" known ; whereof, ii 1 am, it may bring one tola 
** trouble. 

4i So no more, from your honour's 

" Servant to command." 
—Odd and honeft ! Well — and now what are the ftep* . 
you intend to take? [Returns the letter • 

Lev. 1 mall immediately apply to my friend the ma- 
nager for a difguife. — Under the form of a gawky coon* 
try bay , 1 will be an eye-witnefs of my fervants behavi- 
our — You mufl affift me, Mr Freeman. 

Free. As how, Mr Lovel? 

Lov My plan is this — I gave it out that I was going 
to my boruugh in Devonfhire; and yefterday fet out with 
my fervant in great form, and lay at Bafingftoke.—- 

Free, Well? 

L*v, 1 ordered the fellow to make the beft of his way 
down into the country, and told him that i would fol- 
low 
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low htm ; inftead of that, I tara'd back, and am j«ft come 
to town : Eccejignum! [Points to his boots. 

Free. It is now one o'clock. 

L&v, This very afternoon I (hall pay my people a 
vifit. 

Free. How will you get in? 

Lov. When I am properly habited, you mall get me 
introduced to Philip as one of your tenants fons, who 
wants to be made a good fervant of. 
Free. They will certainly difcover you. 
Lov. Never fear; I'll be fo countrify'd, that you mall 
not know me. ■ As they are thoroughly perfuaded I 
am many miles off, they'll be more cafily impofed on. 
Ten to one but they begin to celebrate my departure 
with a drinking bout, if they are what you defcribe 
tkem— — 

Free. Shall you be able to play your part? 
Lov. I am furprifed, Mr Freeman, that you who have 
known me from my infancy, mould not remember my 
abilities in that way. — « But you old fellows have fhort 
• memories. 

« Free. What mould I remember? 
« Lov* How I play'd Daniel in the Confcious Lovers 
at fchool, and afterwards arriv'd at the diftinguimed cha- 
racter of the mighty Mr Scrub — [Mimicking. 
Free. Ha, ha, ha! that is very well— Enough— — 
Here is Robert. 

Enter Robert. 
Rob. Your honour order'd me to wait on you. 

Free. 1 did, Robert. Robert—— 

Rob. Sir 

Free. Come here. — You know, Roberts I have a good 

* opinion of your integrity. 

Rob. I have always endeavoured that your honour 
mould. 

Free. Pray, have not you fomc acquaintance among 
Mr Lovel's people ? 

Rob. A little, pleafe your honour. 
Free. How do they behave ? — We have nobody but 
friends— ^you may fpeak out. 
Lov. Ay, Robert, fpeak out* 
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Rob* I hope yaur honours will not infill on my fay* 
ing any thing in an affair of this kind. 

Lov. Oh, but we do infift if you know any thing— 

Rob. Sir, I am but a fervant myfelf ; and it would 
Dot become me to fpeak ill of a brothcr-fervant. 

Pree. Pfha ! this is falfe honefty — fpeak out* 

Rob* Don't oblige me» good Sir. Confider, Sir, 

a fervanVs bread depends upon his carackUr. 

Lov. But if a fervant ufes me ill 

Rob. Alas, Sir ! what is one man's poifon is another 
mail's meat. 

Free. You fee how they trim for one another. 

Rob. Service, Sir, is no inheritance. — A fervant that 
is not approv'd in one place, may give fatisfa&ion in 
another. Every body muft live, your honour. 

Lov. I like your heartinefs as well as your caution ; 
but, in my <cafe, it is necefiary that I fhould know the 
truth. 

Rob. The truth, Sir, is not to be fpoken at all times; 
it may bring one into trouble, whereof if — 

Free. (Mufwg ) " Whereof if"— Pray, Mr Lovel, 
let me fee that letter again. — (Lovel gives the letter.}— 
Aye — it muft be fo Robert— 

Rob. Sir 

Free. Do you know any thing of this letter \ 

Rob. Letter, your honour ? 

Free. Yes, letter. 

Rob. I have feen the hand before. 

Lov. He blufhes ! 

Free. I alk you, if you were concern'd in writing 
this letter ? — You never told me a lie yet, and I cxped 
the truth from you now. 

Rob. Pray, your honour, don't alk me. 

Free. Did you write it ? — Anfwer me. 

Rob. 1 cannot deny it. \Bowing* 

Lov. What indue'd you to it ? 

Rob. I will tell truth. 1 have feen fuch wafte and 

extravagance, and riot and drunkennefs, in. your kitchen, 
Sir, that, as my matter's friend, I could not help dif- 
cuvering it to you. 

Lov. Go on. 

Rob. I am forry to fay it to your honour, but your 
I - honour 
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honour is not only impofed on, but laughed at by all your 
fervant8, ofpccjally by Philip* who 19 a— very bad mam 

Loi. Fh*lip ? Aa ungrateful dog 1-^-Wcll ? 

Rob. I could not prefume to fpeak to your honour } 
and therefore I refolv'd, though, but a poor fqribe, to 
write your honour a letter. 

Lov. Robert, I am greatly indebted to you.— Here— ♦ 

[Offers money. 

Rob. On any other account than this, I (hould be 
proud to receive your honour's, bounty ; but now I beg 
to be excus'd. [Refufes the money. 

Lov. Thou haft a noble heart, Robert, and Til not 
forget you. — Freeman, he mud be in the fecret— Wait 
your maker's orders. 

Rob. I will, your houour. - [Exit. 

Free. Well, Sir, are you convinc'4 now ? 

Lov. Convinc'd ? Yes } and I'll be among the fcoun- 
drels before night.— You or Rob«rt muft contrive fome 
way or other to get me introdue'd to Philip as one of 
your cottager's boys out of Effex* 

Free. Ha, ha, ha ! you'll make a fine figure. 

Lov. They (hall make a fine figure. It mud bo 

done this afternoon : walk with me acroft the park, and 
I'll tell you the whole. — >— My name (hall be Jemmy; 
— and I am come to be a gentleman's fervant— -and will 
do my bed, and hope to get a good carackter. 

[Mimicking: 

Free But what will you do if you find them rafcals \ 

Lov. Difcoyer myfelf, and blow them all to the devil* 
—Come along.— 

Free. Ha, ha, ha! Bravo— —Jemmy-— Bravo* 

ha, ha! [Exeunt. 

S c E n b, The Park. ~~ 

Duke's Servant. 

What wretches are ordinary fervants, that go on ia 
the fame vulgar track every day ! eating, working, and 
deeping !— Bul we, who have the honour to ferve the 
nobility, are of another fpecies. We are above the com- 
mon forms, have fervant 8 to wait upon us, and are as 
lazy and luxurious as our mailers.— Ha !— my dear Sir 
Harry \ 

You I. K Enter 
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(Enter Sir Harry'/ Servant.) 
How have you done thefe thoufand years ? 

Sir Har. My Lord Duke ! — your grace's mod obe- 
dient fcrvant. 

Duke. Well, baronet, and where have you been ? 

Sir Har. At Newmarket, my Lord... We have 
had dev'lifh fine fport. 

Duke. And a good appearance, I hear — Pox take it, 
I fhould have been there ; but our old duchefs died, and 
we were obliged to keep houfe, for the decency of the 
thing. 

Sir Har. I pick'd up fifteen pieces. 

Duke. Pfha! a trifle ! 

Sir Har. The vifcount's people have been bloodily 
taken in this meeting. 

Duke. Credit me, baronet, they know nothing of 
the turf. 

Sir Han I aflure you, my lord, they loft ev'ry match ; 
for Crab was beat hollow, Carelefs threw his rider,^ and 
Mifs Slammerkin had the diftemper. 

Duke. Ha, ha, ha ! I'm glad on't. Tafte this 

fnufF, Sir Harry. \Pff ers &** ^° x * 

Sir Har. 'Tis good rapee. 

Duke. Right Strafburgh, I affurc you ; and of my 
own importing. 

Sir Har. Aye \ 

Duke. The city people adulterate it fo confoundedly, 
that I always import my own fnuff. — I wilh my lord 
would do the fame ; but he is fo indolent — When did 
you fee the girls ? I faw lady Bab this morning ; but, 
'fore Gad, whether it be love or leading, flic look'd as 
pale as a penitent. 

Sir Har. I have juft had this card from Lovcl's people. 
— (Reads.) " Philip and Mrs Kitty prefent their 
" compliments to Sir Harry, and defire the honour of 
«' his company this evening, to be of a fmart party, and 
'* eat a bit of fupper." 

Duke. I have the fame invitation. — Their mailer, it 
• feems, is gone to his borough. 

Sir Har. You'll be with us, my Lord ? Philip's 

ft blood. 

Duke. 
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Duke. A buck of the fir ft head. I'll tell you a fc- 
cret, he's going to be married. 
Sir Har % f o whom ? 
Duke, To Kitty. 

Sir Han No! 

Duke. Yes, he is ; and I intend to cuckold him. 

Sir Har. Then we may depend upon your Grace for 
certain. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Duke. If our houfe breaks up in a tolerable time, I'll 
be with you.— Have you any thing for us ? 

Sir Bar. Yes, a little bit of poetry. ■ I muft be at 
the Cocoa -tree myfclf till eight. 

Duke. Heigh ho ! — I am quite out of fpirits — I had 
a damn'd debauch laft night, baronet. — Lord Fran- 
cis, Bob the bifhop, and 1, tipt off four bottles of Bur- 
gundy a- piece.— Ha ! there are two fine girls coming ! 
Faith — lady Bab — aye, and lady Charlotte. 

[Takes out bis glafs. 

Sir Har. We'll not join them. 

Duke. O yes— Bab is a fine wench notwithstanding 
her Complexion ; though I (hou'd be glad fhe would 

keep her teeth cleaner. Your Englifh women are 

damn'd negligent about their teeth.— ^— How is your 
Charlotte in that particular ? 

Sir Har. My Charlotte ! 

Duke. Ay, the world fays you are to have her. 

Sir Har. I own I did keep her company; but we 
are off, my Lord. 

Duke. Howfo? 

Sir Har. Between you and me, (he has a plaguy 
thick pair of legs. 

Dufa. Oh ! damn it — that's tnfufFerable. 

Sir Han Befides, (he's a fool, and mifs'd her op- 
portunity with the old countefs. 

Duke. I am afraid, baronet, you love money.— Rot 
it, I never fave a (hilling. — Indeed I am fore of a place 

in the excife. Lady Charlotte is to be of the {party 

to-night ; how do you manage that I 

Sir Har. Why, we do meet at a third place ; are 
very civil, and look queer, and laugh, and abufe one 
another, and all that. 

Duke. Ala-made, ha! Here they are. 

K 2 Sir 
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Sir Han Let us retire. [They retire. 

Enter Lady Bab'/ Maid and Lady Charlotte'/ Maid. 
L Bab. Oh fie, lady Charlotte ! you arc quite inde- 
- licate ; I am forry for your tafte. 

L Char. Well, I fay it again, I love Vauxhall. 
L Bab. O my ftars ! Why, there is nobody there 
but filthy citizens. 

L Char. We were in hopes the raifing the price 
would have kept them out, ha, ha, ha ! 

L Bab. Ha, ha, ha ! — Runeloiv for my money. 
L. Char. Now you talk of Runclonv, when did you 
fee the colonel, lady Bab ! 

L Bab, The colonel ! I hate the fellow. He had 

the afiurance to talk of a creature in Gloucefterfhire be- 
fore my face. 

L Char. He is a pretty man for all that. Sol- 
diers, you know, have their miftreffes ev'ry where. 

L Bab. I defpife him.; How goes on your affair 

with the baronet ? 

L Char. The barpnet is a ftupid wretch, and I mall 
have nothing to fay to him.— — You are to be at Le- 
vel's to-night, lady Bab ? 

L Bab. Unlcfs 1 alter my mind — I don't admire vi- 
iiting thefe commoners, lady Charlotte. 
L Char. Oh, but Mrs Kitty has tafte. 
L Bab. She affects it. 

L Char. The Duke is fond of her, and he has judge- 
ment. 

L. Bab. The Duke might (how his judgment much 
better. [Holding up her head* 

L Char. There he is, and the baronet too. Take 

no notice of them. — Well Tally them by-and-by. 

L Bab. Doll fouls ! Let us fet up a loud laugh, 
and leave 'em. 

L Char. Ay— let us be gone ; for the common people 
do fo ftare at us — we mail certainly be mobb'd. 

Both. Ha, ha, ha I — ha, ha, ha ! [Exeunt. 

Duke and Sfr Harry come forward. 
Duke. They certainly faw us, and are gone off laugh- 
ing at us.— I muft follow. 
Sir Har. Nof no. 

Duke. I muft 1 muft have a party of raillery with 

them, 
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them, a bon mot or fo. Sir Harry, you'll excufe me* 
Adieu ; I'll be with you in the evening, if poflible : 
though, hark ye 1 there is a bill depending in our houfe, 
which the miniftry make a point of our attending $ and 
fo you know, mum ! we muft mind the flops of the great 
fiddle.— Adieu, \Exit. 

Sir Han What a coxcomb this is! and the fellow 
can't read. It was but the other day that he was cow- 
boy in the country ; t^en was bound prentice to a per- 
riwig -maker, got into my lord duke's family, and now 
(cts up for a fine gentleman: tempora % mores! 
Re -enter Duke's Servant* 
Duke. Sir Harry, prithee what are we to do at Lovel'f 
when we come there? 

SirHar. We (hall have the fiddles, I fuppofe. 

Duke. The fiddles! I have done with dancing ever Jince 

the laft fit of the gout. I'll tell you what, my dear ooy, 

I positively cannot be with them, unlefs we have a little— 

[Makes a motion as if with the dice- If ox* 

Sir liar. Fie, my lord duke. 

Duke. Look ye, baronet, I infift on it. Who the 
devil of any fafhion can pofiibly fpend an evening with- 
out it? — But I (hall lofe the girls How grave you 

look, ha, ha, ha! — Well, let there be fiddles. 

Sir Har. But, my dear lord, I (hall be quite miferablc 
without you. — 

Duke. Well, I won't be particular; I'll do as the reft 
do. — Tol, lol, lol. \Exit fmging and dancing* 

Sir Har. (Jbfus.) He had the aflu ranee, laft winter, 
to court a tradefman's daughter in the city, with two 
thoufand pounds to her fortune, — and got me to write 
his love-letters. He pretended to be an enfign in a 
marching regiment; fo wheedled the old folks into con- 
ftnt, and would have carried the girl off, but was un- 
luckily prevented by the waiherwoman, who happened 
to be his fir ft. coufin. 

Enter Philip. 
—Mr Philip, your fervant. 

Phil. You are welcome to England, Sir Harry; I 
hope -you received the card, and will do us the honour 
of your company. My matter is gone into 'Devon- 
Hire. — We'll have a roaring night* 

K 3 Si r 
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Sir Bur. Ml certainly wait on you, 

PbH. The girls will be with us. 

Sir If or. U this a wedding^fnpper, rtriEp* 

J*MA What do ytiu mean, Sir Harry? 

Sir Bar. The duke tcfts me fo. 

jftW/. The duke's a fool. 

Sir Bar. Take care what ytm fay ; Ms grace i» a 
broifer. 

Ato/. I am a pupil of the fame academy, and not afraid 
of him, I affure you. Sir Marry, we'll have a noble batch 
— -I have fitch wme for you? 

Sir Bar. 1 am your man, Phil. 

PbiL Egad the cellar (hall bleed : I have fome Btir- 

Endy that is fit for an emperor. My matter would 
ve given his ears for fome of- it t'other day, to treat 
my lord what-d'ye-cafl-him with ; but 1 told him it was 
afl gone— ha! charity begins at home, ha! ■ -Odfo, 
here is Mr Freeman, my matter's intimate friend; he's a 

dry one— Don't let us fc feen together he'll fuf- 

pec\ ibmething. 

Sir Har. I am gone. 

PbiL Away, away; remember — Burgundy is the 

Urord. 

Sir Har. Right— Long corks! ha, Phil! [Mimich 
the drawing of a cork.] — Yours [Exit. 

Pbii. Now for a caft of my office A ftarch phiz* 

a canting phrafe, and as many lies as necefiary. — Herat 
Enter Freeman. 

Free. Oh, Philip — How do you do, Philip? — You 
have loft your matter, 1 find. 

Phil. It is a lofs indeed, Sir. — So good a gentleman J 
—He mull be nearly got into Devonihire by this time 
Sir, your fervant. 

Free. Why in fttCh a hurry, Philip ? 

Pbii. I mail leave the houfe as little as poflible, now 
Us honour is away. 

Free. You are in the right, Philip. 
., Phil. Servants at fuch times are too apt to be negli* 
gent and extravagant, Sir. 

Free. True ; the matter's abfence is the time to try a 
good fervant in. 

PbiL It is fo, Sir* — Sir, your fervant. [Going. 

Free. 
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fhrc. Oh, Vk Phffip-J—pray ftay— you ttwift do me a 
piece *>f fcrvice. 

PbiU You command ne, Sir*— - \Bvwu 

Free* I look upon you, Philip, as one of the beft be- 
haved, tnaft fenfible, complete* (PMfip hews) rafcals in 
the worid. [jfide. 

PhiL Tour honour is pleafed to compliment. 
Free. There is a tenant of mine in Eflcx, a very honeft 

tean Poor felloe, he has a great number of children ; 

and they have fent me one of 'em, a tall gawky boy, to 
make a fervant of; hut my folks fay they can do nothing 
with him. 

Phil. Let me have him, Sir. 
Free. In truth he is an unlick'd cub* 
Phil I will lick him into fomething, I warrant you. 
Sir ■ Now my mafter is abfent, I mall have a good 
deal of time upon my hands; and I hate to be idle. Sir: 
in two months I'll engage to fini/h him. 

Free. I don't doubt it. \Afidt. 

Phil I have twenty pupils in the parifii of St James'*; 
and for a table, or a fide-board, or behind an equipage, 
or in the delivery of a meffage, or any thing . ■ 
Free. What have you for entrance ? 
Phil. 1 always leave it to gentlemens generofity' 

Free. Here is a guinea 1 beg he may be taken care 

of. 

Phil. That he (hall, I promife you (4/rde.) Your ho- 
nour knows me. 

Free. Thoroughly. [Jftde. 

Phil. When can I fee him, Sir? 
Free. Now; directly — Call at my houfe, and take 
him in your hand. 

Phil. Sir, I will be with you in a minute I will 
hut ftep into the market to kt the tradefmen know they 
muft not trufl any of our fervants, now they arc at 
board-wages.— Humph! 

Free. How happy is Mr Lovel in fo excellent a fer- 
vant! ^ lExit. 

Phil. Ha, ha, ha ! This is one of my matter's pru- 
dent friends, who dines with him three times a-wcek, 
and thinks he is mighty generous in giving me five gui- 
a ne*t 
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neas at Chriftmas. Damn all fitch fncaking fcotm* 

drels, I fay. £Exst. 

Scene, The Servants Halt in Lovel\r Houfe. 

Kingfton and Coachman, drunk andjleepy. 

[A knocking at the door. 

Kingf. Somebody knocks—— Coachy, go— go to the 
door, Coachy ■ 

Coach. I'll not go do you go. you black dog* 

Kingf Devil (hall fetch mc if 1 go. [Knocking. 

Coach. Why then let 'em ftay — I'll not go — damme 
Ay, knock the door down, and let yourfelf in. 

[Knocking. 

Kingf. Ay, ay, knock again — knock again 

Coach. Matter is gone into Devonfhire — fo he can't 
be there — So I'll go to fleep. 

Kingf So will I — I'll go to fleep too. 

Coach. You lie, devil -— ryou ihall not go to fleep till 
I am afleep 1 am king of the kitchen. 

Kingf No, you are not king ; . but when you are 
drunk, you are fulky as hell. — tiere is cooky coming 
■ ■■■ ( he is king and queen too. 

Enter Cook. 

Cook. Somebody has knock'd at the door twenty 

times, and nobody hears Why, Coachman — Kingf- 

ton — Ye drunken bears, why don't one of you go to the 
door ? 

Coach. You go,' Cook ; you go 

Cook. Hang me if I go — 

Kingf. Yes, yes, Cooky, go ; Mollfy, Pollfy, go — 

Cook. Out, you black toad— It is none of my bufi- 
nefs, and go I wilr not. [Sits down* 

Enter Philip with Lovel difguis'd. 

Phil. 1 might have (laid at the door all night, as the 
little man in the play fays, if I had not had the key of 
the door in my pocket What is come to you all I 

Cook. There is John Coachman and Kingfton a* 
drunk as two bears. 

Phil. Ah, ha! my lad6 ; >-what, finifli'd already? 

Thefe are the very bed of fervants Poor fellows, I 

fuppofe they have been drinking their mailer's good 
journey— ha, ha, ha I 
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L^v. No doubt on't. {Afide* 

PbiL Yo ho! get to -bed, you dogs, and flcep your- 
felves fober, that you may be able to get drunk again 
by -and -by. — They arc as fafl as a church— Jemmy, 

Zw. Anon? 

PbiL Do you love drinking ? 

JLov. Yes — I loves ale, 

PbiL You dog, you fhall fwim in Burgundy. 

L.&V. Burgundy ! what's that ? 

PbiL Cook, wake thofc honeft gentlemen, and fend 
them to bed. 

Cook. It is impoffible to wake them. 

Lov. 1 think I could wake 'em, Sir, if I might 
heh. 

PbiL Do, Jemmy, wafce 'em, Jemmy— ha, ha, ha ! 

Lov. Hip— —Mr Coachman. 

[Ghei him a great flap cm the fact* 

Coach. Oh I oh I— What 1 —Zounds !— Oh !— damn 
you! — 

Lov. What, blackcj ! Mickey ! t Pulls him fy the nofu 

Kingfi Oh, 6h I —what now i Curfeyoul Oh!-*— 
•Cot tamyou.* 

Lov. Ha, ha, ha! 

Phil Ha, h*, ha!— Well done, Jemmy. Cook* 

fee thofe gentry to bed. 

Cook. Marry cortre uj>, I fay fo tob) tfot I Indeed.-— 

Coach. She (han't fee tis to bed— We'll fee ourfelvea 
to bed. ' 

Kingf. We got drunk together, and we'll go to-bed 
together. [Exeunt reeling. 

Phil. You fee how we live, boy. N 

Lav. Yes, I feti how you live. 

Phil. Let the fupper be elegant, Cook. 

Cook. Who pays for it ? 

Phil. My matter, to be Cure ; who elfe ? ha f ha, ha ! 
He is rich enough, 1 hope, ha, ha, ha ! 

Lov. Humph! [Afide. 

Phil. Each of us mud take a part, and fink it in our 
next weekly bills * that is the way. 

Lov. boh! \Afide. 

Cook. Prithee, Philip, what boy is this ! 

Phil. A boy of Freeman's recommending. 

Lov* 
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Lov. Yes, I'm* Squire Freeman's boy heh 

Cook. Freeman is a ftingy Jiound, and you may tell 
kirn I fay fo. He dines here three times a week, and I 
never faw the colour of his money yet. 

Lev. Ha, ha, ha I that is good — —-Freeman (hall 
have it. [Afidc. 

Cook. Imuft ftep to the tallow-chandler's to difpofe of 
Fome of my perquifites; and then I'll fet about fuppcr. 

Phil. Well faid, Cook, that is light, the perquifite is 
the thing, Cook. 

Cook. Cloe, Cloe ! where arc you, Cloe \ [Calls. 

Enter Cloe. 

Cloe. Yes/miflrefs 

Cook. Take that box and follow me. [Exit. 

Cloe. Yes, miftrefs— {Takes the box.) — Who is this ? 

(feeing Lovel.) Hee, hee, hee Oh This is 

pretty boy — '• — Hee, hee, hee! Oh This is pret- 
ty red hair, hee, hee,' hee! You (hall be in love with 

me by-and-by Hee, hee'! 

[Exit, chucking Lovel under the chin. 

Lov. A very pretty amour — (Afide.)r-Oh. la ! what a 
fine room is this ! — is this the dining-room, pray, Sir ? 

Phil. No; our drinking-ropm. 

Lov. La, la I what a fine lady here is— This is ma- 
dam, I fuppofe. 

Phil. Where have you been, Kitty ? 
Enter Kitty. 

Kit. I 'have been difpofing of fome of his Honour's 
(hirts, and other linen, which it is a fhame his Honour 
mould wear any longer — Mother Barter is above, and 
waits to know if you have any commands for her. 

Phil. I fhall difpofe of my wardrobe to morrow. 

Kit. Who have we here ? [ Lovel bo*ws* 

Phil. A boy of Freeman's; a poor filly fool 

Lov. Thank you—— \AJtde. 

Phil. I intend the entertainment this evening as a 
compliment to you, Kitty. 

Kit. I am your humble, Mr Philip. 

Phil. But I heg I may fee none of your airs, or hear 
any of your French gibberifh with the Duke. 

Kit. Don't be jealous, Phil. [Fanvningfy. 

Phil. I intend, before our marriage, to fettle fome- 

thing 
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thing bandfome upon you ; and with the five hundred 
pounds which I have already faved in this extravagant 
fellow's family . 

Lov. A dog! (Afide.)-* — O la, la \ what ! have you 
got five hundred pounds. ? 

Phil. Peace, blockhead 

Kit. I'll tell you what you (hall do, PhiL 

Phil. Ay, what (hall I do ? 

Kit. You (hall fet up a chocolate- houfe, my dear— 

Phil. Yes, and be cuckolded- [Apart. 

KiU You know my education was a very genteel one. 
— I was a half-boarder at Chelfea, and I fpeak French 
like a native — Comment vous porter vous 9 Mounjieur. 

[Auhmardly. 

Phil. P(ha, p(ha! 

Kit. One is nothing without French — I (hall (hine in 
the bar Do you fpeak French, boy ? 

Lov. Anon . 

Kit. Anon O the fool ! ha, ha, ha !— Cpme here, 

do, and let me new-mould you a little-*- You mud be a 
good boy, and wait upon the gentlefolks to-night. 

[She ties and powders his hair* 

Lov. Yes, an't pleafe you, I'll do my beft. 

Kit. His bell! O the natural ! J'hia is a ftrange 

head of hair of thine, boy — It is fo coarfe, and fo ca- 
rotty. 

Lov. All my brothers and filters be red in the pelc. 

PhiL Kit. Ha, ha, ha! ^ [Laugh. 

Kit. There — Now you are fomething like Come, 

Philip, give the boy a leflbn, and then l'114e£ture him 
out of The Servant's Guide. 

PhiL Come, Sir, firft, Hold up your head- very 

well Turn out your toes, Sir — very well Now 

call coach 

Lov. What is call coach ? 

PhiL Thus, Sir Coach, coach, coach! [Loud, 

Lov* Coach, coach, coach ! [Imitating* 

PhiL Admirable ! — the knave has a good ear — Now, 
Sir, tell me a lie. 

Lov. O la ! I never told a lie in all my life. 

Phil. Then it is high time you mould begin now;— 
what is a feivant good tor that can't tell a lie? 

% Kit 
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Kit. And ftand in it— Now I'U lefture kirn {Takt* 
mt a Ink.) This is " The Cerent's Quife to Wealth, 
11 by Timothy Shouldcrknot, formerly fervant to feveral 
« 4 noblemen, and now an officer in the. cufboms; necef- 
14 fary for all fervants." 

PhiL Mind, Sir, what cjLQelUnt rules the book con- 
tains, and remember them well— ^Come, Kitty, be- 
gin 

Kit. {Reads.} Advice to the footman* 
44 Let it for ever be your plan 
44 To be the mafler, aot the man* 
44 And dp as little as. you can. 
Lov. He, he, he! ——Yes, I'U do nothing at all— not 

Kit. " At market, never think i* Healing 

44 To keep with tradesmen proper dealing ; j 
44 All ftewa*d$ have a fellow-feeling. j_. 
PhiL You will underftand that better one day or other, 
boy. 

Kit* To the groom. 

44 Never allow your mailer able 
44 To judge of matters in the ftable : 
" If he mould roughly fpeak his mind, 
" Or to difmifs you feems inclined* 
44 Lame the be ft horfc, or break his wind. 
Lov. Oddines ! that's good — he, he, he 1 
Kit. To the coachman. 

44 If your good mailer on you doats, 

44 Ne'er leave his houfe to ferve a ftranger; . 
44 But^ pocket hay, and ftraw, and oats, 
44 And let the horfes eat the manger." 
Lev. Eat the manger! — he, he, he 5 
Kit. I won't give you too much at a time — Here, boy* 
take the book, and read it every night and morning be? 
fore you fay your prayers. 

Phi{. Ha, ha, ha ! very good ; but now for bufinefs. 
Kit. Right — I'll go and get one of the damafk tablc- 
eloths, and fome napkins ; and be fure, Phil, your tide- 
board is very fmart. [Exit* 

Phil. That it mail r-Come, Jemmy—— [Exit. 

Lov* Soh!—fbh!-— -It works weiL [Exit 

ACT 
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A C T II. 

Scene, The Servants Hall, with the Supper and Side* 

board fet oat. 

Philip, Kitty, and Loy el. v 

Kit. TTTELL, Phil, what think you? Don't we 
V V look, very (mart ! ——Now let 'em come as 
foon as they will, we (hall be ready for 'em. 

Phil. 'Tis all very well; but 

Kit. But what? 

Phil Why, I wifh we could get that fnarling cur, 
Tom, to make one. 

Kit. What is the mattcr'with him? 

Phil. I don't know— he it a queer fon of a— 

Kit. Oh, I know him ; he is one of your fneaking 
half-bred fellows, that prefers his matter's intcrcft to his 
own. 

Phil. Here he is. 

Enter Tom. 
—And why won't you make one to-night, Tom? ■ ■ «■ 
Here's Cook and Coachman, and all of us. 

Tom. I. tell yon again, I will not make one. 

Phil. We fhall have ibmething that's pood. 

Tom. And make your mailer pay for it* 

Phil. 1 warrant, how, you think yourfelf mighty ho* 
ncft ha, ha, ha! 

Tom. A little honefter than you, I hope, and not tpag 
neither. 

Kit. Hark you, Mr Honefty, don't be faucy 

Lov. This is worth liftening to. [Afide* 

Tom. What, madam, you are afraid for your cully, are 
you? 

Kit. Cully, firrah, cully ! Afraid, firrah ! afraid of 
what? [Goes up to Tom. 

Phil. Ay, Sir, afraid of what ? 

[Goes, up on the other Jidem 

Lov. Ay, Sir, afraid of what ? [Goes up too. 

Tom. 1 value none of you— I know your tricks. 

Phil. What do you know, -Sirrah? 

Kit. Ay, what do you know? " 
Vol. I. U L* v \ 
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Lov. Ay, Sir, what do you know ? 

Tom. I know that you two are in fee with every tradef- 
man belonging to the boufe — and that you, Mr Clod- 
pole, are in a fair way to be hang'd— 

[Strike* LoveL 

Phil. What do you ftrlke the boy fori 

Lov. It is an honed blow. [AJide* 

Tom. I'll drike him again 'Tis fuch as you that 
bring a fcandal upon us all. 

Kit. Come, none of your impudence, Tom. 

Tom. Egad, madam, the gentry may well complain, 
when they get fuch fervants as you in their houfes. 
There's your good friend, mother Barter, the old cloaths 
woman, the greateft thief in town, juft now gone out 
with her apron full of his honour's linen. 

Kit. Well, Sir, and did you never ha? 

Tom. No, never: 1 have lived with his honour four 
years, and never took the value of that {Snapping his 
fingers.)— ti\& honour is a prince, gives noble wages, and 
keeps noble company ;. and yet you two are. not con- 
tented, but cheat him wherever you can lay your lingers. 
^-Shame on youl 

Lov. The fellow I thought a rogue, is the only honed 
fervant in my houfe. [Afide* 

Kit. Out you raealy-mouth'd cur. 

Phil. Well, go tell his honour, do ha, ha, ha ! 

. Tom. 1 fcoin that — Damn an informer! — But yet I 
hope his honour will find you two out one day or other, 
—that's all ^ {Exit. 

Kit. This fellow mud be taken care of. 

Phil I'll do his bufinefs for him, when his honour 
comes to town* 

Lov. You lie, you fcoundrel, you~will not. [Afide. 
■ Q la! here's a fine gentleman. 

Enter Duke'/ Servant. 

Duke. Ah, ma chere mademfeile ! Comment vous por- 
tez vous ? [Salute. 

. Kit. Fort bien, je vous remercier, Monfieur. 
. Phil. Now we (hall have nonfenfe by wholefale* 

Duke. How do you do, Philip? 

Phil. Your grace's humble feivant* 

Duke. But, my dear Kitty— - [Talk apart. 

Phil. 
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PkiL Jemmy. 

L.ov. Anon? ' 

Phil. Come along with me, and Pll make you free of 
tlic cellar. 

Lov. Yes— I will— But won't yon aflc he to drink? 

Pkil. No, no j he will have his (hare by-and-by— * 
Come along. 

L.ov. Yes. [Exeunt Philip and LoveL 

Kit. Indeed I thought your Grace an age in coming* 

Duke* Upon honour, our houfe is but this moment up. 
—You have a damn'd vile collection of pictures, Iob- 
ferve, above flairs, Kitty Your'fquirc has no tafle. 

Kit. No tafte ! that's impofftble, for he has laid out a 
vaft deal of money. . 

Duke. There is not an original picYure in the whole 
collection Where could he pick 'em up? 

Kit. He employs three or four men to buy for him, 
and he always pays for originals. 

Duke. Donnez mot votre eau de luce— —My head 
aches confoundedly {She gives a f?nclling~bottle)—YL\\XY 9 
my dear, 1 hear you are going to be married* 

Kit. Pardon nez moi for that. 

Duke. If you get a boy, I'll be godfather, faith— 

Kit. How jaw rattle, duke!— I am thinking, my 
lord* when I had the honour to fee you firft. 

Duke. At the play, Mademfeille. 

Kit. Your Grace loves a play? 

Duke. No— it is a dull* old-fafhioned entertainment ; 
I hate it — 

Kit. Well, give me a good tragedy. 

Duke, it miift not be a modern one then— You are 
dcviliih handfome, Kate— Kif* me — [Offers to kifs her. 
Enter Sir Harry'/ Servant. 

Sir Har. Oho!— are you thereabouts, ray Lord Duke I 
That may do very well by-and by— However, you'll 
never find me behind hand. \9ff ers ** fy* ^ er * 

Duke. Stand off, you are a commoner — Nothing un- 
der nobility approaches Kitty. 

Sir Har. You arc fo devilifh proud of your nobility— 
Now, I think, we have more true nobility than you— 
Let me tell you, Sir, a knight of the {hire— 

L z Dukr. 
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Duke. A knight of the fhirc/ ha, ba f ha! a mighty 
fcdnfeur, truly, to reprefent all *£c fools in the county. 

Kit. O hid! this is charming, to fee two noblemen 
quarrel. 

Sir Har. Why, any fool may be born to a title, bu« 
•nly a wife man can make himfelf honourable. 

Kit. Well faid, Sir Harry, that is good morilHty+ 

Duke. I hope you make fome difference between he- 
reditary honours and the huzzas of a moth 

Kit. Very fmart, my lord— —Now, Sir Harry—* 

Sir liar. If you make ufe of your hereditary honour* 
to fcreen you from debt ■ 

Duke. Zounds, Sir, what do you mean by that ? 

Kit. Hold, hold! I fhall have fome find old noble 
blood fpilt here— — Ha* done, Sir Harry — : — 

Sir Han. Not I— Why, he is always valuing him- 
felf upon (us upper houfe. . 

Duke. We have dignity. [Sfonxr+ 

. Sir Har. But what becomes of your dignity, if we 
refufe the fapplies I [Qyick. 

»•* Kit. Peace, peace— —? Here's lady Bab 

Enter Lady Bab'/ Servant in a Chair. 

—Dear lady Bab-- 

• Lady Bab. Mrs Kitty, your fervant — fcwas afraid of 
taking cold, and fo ordered the chair down flairs. Well, 
and how do you do ?— My lord Duke, your fervant-— 
and Sir Harry too — yours. 

Duke. Your ladyihip*s devoted— 

Lady Bab. I'm afraid I have trefpaffed in point of 
time — (Looks on her watch.) — But i got into my fa- 
vourite author. 

Duke. Yes ; I found her ladyihip at her ftudies tht* 
morning — —Some wicked poem— 

Lady Bab. O you wretch !— I never read but one 
book. 

Kit. What is your lady (hip fo fond of? 

Lady Bab. Shikfpur.- Did you never read Shikfpur ?' 

Kit. Shikfpur! Shikfpur 1 Who wrote it?— No,, 

1 never read Shikfpur. 

Lady Bah Then you have an immenfe pleafure to 
come. 
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Kit. Well then,* I'll read it over one afternoon or 

odicr Here's Lady Charlotte. 

Enter Lady Charlotte'/ Maid in a Chair. 
Dear Lady Charlotte ! 

Lady Char. Oh, Mr* Kitty, I thought I never (houM 
have reach'd your houfe— fuch a fit of the colic feiz'bY 

me Oh, lady Bab, how long has your lady (hip been 

here ? My chairmen were fuch* drone* My Lord 

Duke 1 the pink of all good breeding, 

Duke. O Ma'am!— [Bowing* 

Lady Char. AnoVSir.Harry t— Your fervant, Sir 
Harry. - «. [Formally. 

Sir Har. Madam, your fervant— -I am fony to hear 
your lady (hip has been ill. 

l.ady Char. You mud give me leave to doubt the fin- 
ccrity of that forrow, Sir Remember the Park. 

Si f Har. The Park! I'll explain that affair, Ma- 

Lady Char. I want none of your explanation*, 

{Scornfully. . 

Sir Far. Dear lady Charlotte ! 

Lady Char. No, Sir ; I have obferv'd your cooincl* 
of late, and defpife you.— A trumpery baronet ! 

Sir Harm I fee how it is } nothing will fatisfy you 
But nobility That fly dog the marquis ■ 

Lady Char. None of your reflexions, Sir . T he 
raarq u 18-is a perfon of honour, and above inquiring af- 
ter a lady's fortune, a* you meanly did. 

SirHar. I— I — Madam? 1 fcom fuch* a thing— 
I affure you, Madam, I never — that is to fay > -Egad 

I am confounded My Lord Duke, what (hall I fay 

to her ? — Pray help me out* [A/idem 

Duke. Afk her to (how her legs — ha, ha, ha !— 

[Afide. 
Enter Philip and Lovel, loaded with hottlts. 

Phil. Here, my little peer here is wine that will 

ennoble your blood— Both your ladythipe mod humble 
fervant. 

Lov. (Affefting to he drunk.) Both your lady (hip* 
noil humble fervant. 

Kit. Why, Philip, you have made the boy drunk. 

Phil. I have made him free of the cellar— ha, ha, ha I! 
L j Lou*. 
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Lov. Yes, I am free— I very free— 

Phil, He has had a fmack of every fort ©f wine*, 
from humble Port to imperial Tokay. 

Lov. Yes, I have been drinking Kokay. 

Kit. Go, get you fome fleep, child, that you may 
Wait on. hie lordfhip by-and-by. 

Lov* Thank you, Madam—— I will certainly wait; 
on their lbcdraips, and their lady (hips too. 

{/(fide, and exit — 
. Phil. Wcll r ladies, what fay you to a dance, and 
then to fupper I * Have you had your tea ? 
. All. A dance, a dance J — 4 no tea — no tea.' 

4 PhiL Here, fiddler— »(c4#rv) I have provided a very 
1 good hand, you fee* 

• 4 Enter Fiddler with a wooden leg. 

4 Sir Har. Not fo well legg'd, Mr Philip* 

<Alt. Ha, ha, ha! * 

* Duke. Le drolc !' — Hark ye, Mr — which Teg do yon: 

* beat time with ? 

. * AM. Ha, ha, ha t ~ {Loud laugh.. 

* Sir Har. What can you play,, Domfne ? 

* Fid. Any thing, a n't pleafe your hopour, from a jig 

* to a fonata. 

4 Phil. Come here — Where are all our people V ■ 
{Enter Coachman, Cook, King/ton, Cloe.] . 
4 ■ ■ 1*11 couple you — My lord duke will take Kitty*. 

* —Lady Bab will do me the honour of her hand ; Sir 
4 Harry and lady Charlotte — Coachman and Cook, and 

* the two devils dance together ha, ha, ha!*' 

. Duke. With fubmiffion, the country- dances by- and* 

by. 

Lady Char. Ay, ay,. French dances before fupper, 

and country-dances aftec— I beg the Duke and Mrs 

Kitty may give us a minuet, 

Duke. Dear lady Charlotte, con&der my poor gout— — 

Sir Harry will oblige us. . [Sir Hany bo*ws± 

All. Minuet, Sir Harry— minuet, Sir Harry " 

Fid. What minuet wou'd your honours pleafe to have I 
Kit What minuet f— Let me fee— Play Mar- 

fhal Thingumbob's minuet. 

{A minuet by Sir Harry and Kitty, aukward and com* 
ceiled. 

Lady 
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Lady Char. Mrs Kitty dances fwreetlyv 
Phil. And Sir Harry delightfully. 
Duke. Well enough for a commoner. 
PhH. Come, now to fupper.— A gentleman and * 
lady— « Here, 'tidier, (gives money), wait without 
« Fid. Yes, an't pleal'e your honour. 

[Exit ninth a tankard. 9 
Phil. (They Jit down.) We wilLfet the wine on the 
table— -—Here is Claret, Burgundy, and Champagne,, 
and a bottle of Tokay for the ladies— There are tickets- 
en ever/ bottle If any gentleman choofes Port— 

Duke. 'Tis only fit for a dram. 
Kit. Lady Bab, what (hall I fend{you ? — Lady Char- 
lotte, pray be free :- the more free the more welcome, as* 

they fay in my country The gentlemen will be fo 

good as to take care of thcmfelves. [A paufe. 

Duke. Lady Charlotte, « Hob ot Nob !" 
Lady Char. Done — my Lord — in Burgundy, if you 
pleafe. 

Duke. Here's your fweetheart and mine, and the* 

friends of the company, [They drink. A paufe. 

Phil. Come, ladies and gentlemen, a bumper all 

sound — I bave a health for you—" Here is to the 

«* amendment of our mailers and miftrefles." 

Jill. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! [Loud laugh. A paufe. 
Kit. Ladies, pray what is your opinion of a tingle- 
gentleman's fervice ? 

Lady Char. Do you< mean an old tingle- gentleman ? 
All. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! [Loud laugh- 

Phil. My lord Duke, your toaft. 

Duke. Lady Betty 

Phil. Oh no— A health and a fentiment. 
Duke. A health and a fentiment !— No, no, let us 
toave a fong— Sir Harry, your fong 

Sir Har. Would you- have it ? Well then — Mrs 

Kitty, we rouft call upon you— Will you honour my, 
mufe ?— — 

AIL A fong, a fong ; ay, ay,, Sir Harry's fong— 
Sir Harry's fong— 

Duke. A fong ta be fure-x-but firft — preludo, 
{Kifes Kitty >) ■ ■■Ptay,, gentlemen, put it about- 
[Kijfmg round-— Kingfton kifes Cloe heartily* 

Sir 
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Sir Har. See how the devils kifs ! 
Kit. I am really hoarfe ; but — hem— I muft clear 
tip my pipes-— hem— This is- Sir Harry's fong ; be- 
ing a new fong, intitled and called, The Fellow -fervant ; 
er t All in a Livery. (Sings.) 
1* 
Gome here, fellow- fervant, and li (ten to me> 
III ftiow you how thofe of fuperior degree 
Are only dependents, no better than we. 
Chor. Both high and low in this do agree? 
'Tis here fellow- fervant, • 

And there fellow^fervant, 
And all in a livery. 

See yonder fine (park in embroidery dreft, 
Who bows to the great, and if they fmile is bleftV 
What is he i'firith, but a fervant at beft. 
Cho. Both high, &c. 
III. 
Nature made all alike, no diftin&ion (tie craves : 
So we laugh at the great world, its fools and its knave*> 
For we are all fervants, but they are all flaves. 
Cho. Both high, &c. 
IV. 
. The fat-mining glutton* looks up to the fnelf, 
The wrinkled lean mifer bows down to his pelf,- 
And the curl-pated beau is a flavt to himfelf. 
Cho. Both high, &c. 
V. 
The gay fparkling belle, who the whole town alarms* 
And with eyes, lips, and neck, fets the fmarts all in 
Is a vaffal herfelf, a mere drudge to her charms, [arms, 
Cho. Both high, &c. 
VI. 
Then we'll drink like our betters, and laugh> fing an<f 

love ; 
And when fick of one place, to another we'll move ^ 
For, with little and great, the beft joy is to rove. 
Cho. Both high and low in this do agree, 
, That 'tis bere fellow- fervant r 
And there fellow- fervant, 
And all in a Every , 

PHI 
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Phil. How da you like it, my Lord Duke ? 
Duke. It is a damn'd vile compofition— — 
Phil. How fo? 

Duke. O very low! very low indeed! 
Sir Har. Can you make a better ? 
Duke. 1 hope fo. 

Sir Har. That id very conceited. 
Duke. What is conceited, you fcoundrel? 
Sir Har. Scoundrel! — You are a rafcal— I'll pull 
you by the nofe— [All rife. 

Duke. Look ye, friend, don't give yourfelf airs, and 

make a diiiurbance among the ladies If you are a 

gentleman, name your weapous. 

Sir Har. Weapons! — What you will — Piftols — 
Duke. Done — behind Montague houfe. 
Sir Har. Done — with feconds. 
Duke. Done 

Phil. Oh, for (hame, gentlemen !— — -My Lord Duke 
■ > ■■ Sir Harry, the ladies!-— fie! 

[Duke and Sir Harry affeU tojing. 
. Phil. {A violent knocking.) What the devil can that 
be, Kitty? 
Kit. Who can it poffibly be? 

Phil. Kingfton, ran up flairs and peep. (£*£# King- 
fton.) It founds* like my matter's rap Pray Heaven 

it is not he! — (Enter Kingfton.) — Well, Kingfton, what 
is it? 

King. It is mafter and Mr Freeman—- I peep'd thro* 
the keyhole, and law them by the lamp-light-— Tom ha* 
juft let them in . ■ 

Phil. The devil he has ! What can have brought him 
back? 
Kit. No matter what— Away with the things— 
Phil. Away with the wine— Away wfth the plate- 
Here, Coachman, Cook, Cloe, Kingfton, bear a hand— 
Out with the candles— Away, away. 

[They carry away the table, &c. 
Vifitors. What (hall we do? What mall we do ? 

[They all run about in confujioh. 
Kit. Run up flairs, ladies. 
Phil. No, no* no!— He'll fee you then— 
Sir Har. What the devil had I to do here! 

Duke, 
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Duke. Pox take it, faee it out. 

Sir Har. Oh no; thefc Weft-Indiana are very fiery. 

Phil. I would not have him fee any of you for the 
world. 

Lov. (without) Philip Where's Philip ? 

Phil. Oh the devil? he's certainly coming down ftaira 

- — Sir Harry, rim down into the cellar My Lord 

Duke, get into the pantry — r— Away, away! 

Kit. No, no! do you put their lady fhips into the pan* 
try, and I'll take his grace into the coal-hole. 

Vifttors. Any where, any where Up the chimney, 

if you will. 

PhiL There-— in with you. 

[7 'hey all go into the pantry, 

Lov. (without) Philip Philip 

Phil. Coming, Sir— {Aloud.)— Kitty, have you never 
a good book to be reading of? 

Kit. Yes, here is one. 

PhiL 'Egad* this is black Monday with us—Sit down 

Seem to read your book— Here he is, as drunk 

aaapiper— ' . [They fit do*wn. 

Enter Lbvel with pijlols, affefting to he drunk; Freeman 

following* 
• Lev* Philip, the fon of Alexander the Great, where 
are all my myrmidons ! —What the devil makes yoi» 
up fo early this morning ? 

PhiL He is very drunk iadeed — (Afide.) — Mrs Kitty 
and I had got into a good book, your honour. 

Free. Ay, ay, they have been well employed, 1 4are 
fay — ha, ha, ha ! 

Lov* Come, fit down, Freeman — Lie you there 
(Lays his piftols down.) I come a little unexpectedly,, 
perhaps, Philip. 

PhiL A good fervant i» never afraid of being caught*, 
Sir 

Lov. I have fome accounts that I muft fettle 

PhiL Accounts, Sir! — To-night? 

Lov* Yes, to-night — I find myfelf perfe&ly clear-— 
You (hall fee I'll fettle them in a twinkling. 

PhiL Your honour will go into the parlour ? 

Lov. No, I'll fettle 'em all here. 

Kit. Your honour muft not fit here 

Lro\ 
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L*v< Why not? 

Kit. You will certainly take cold, Sir ; the room hat 
sot been warned above an hour. 

Lev. What a curfed lie that is! \Afide. 

nuke. Philip Philip Philip. {Peeping out. 

Phil. Pox take you!— hold your tongue — [dfide. 

Free. You have jud nick'd them in the very minute. 

[Afide to LoveL 

Lev. I find I have- Mum— LAJide to Freeman.) 

Get fome wine, Philip (Exit Philip.)—— Though I 

muft eat fomethiug before I drink— —Kitty, what have 
you got in the pantry ? 

Kit. In the pantry? Lard, your honour! we are at 
board-wages.— 

Free. 1 could eat a morfel of cold meat. 

Lov. You (hall have it ■ Here — (Rijes.)—— -Open 
the pantry. door — I'll be about your board-wages!— 
I have treated you often, now you ihall treat your ma- 
tter 

Kit. If I may be believed, Sir, there is not a fcrap of 
any thing in the world in the pantry. [Oppofinghim. 

Lov. Well, then, we mull be contented, Freeman.— 
Let us have a crufl of bread and a bottle of wine. 

[Sits down again. 

Kit* Sir, had not my mailer better go to bed? — ■ — 
[Makes Jigns to Freeman that Lovel is drunk. 

Lov. Bed! not 1 1*11 fit here all night 'Tig 

very pleafant; and nothing like variety in life. 

SirHar. (peeping.) Mrs Kitty— —Mrs Kitty 

Kit. Peace, on your Jife» [/4ftde. 

Lov. Kitty, what voice is that? 

KiU Nobody's, Sir.*— » Hem " ■ 

Lov. (Philip brings wine.) Soh— very well * ■ ■ 
Now do you two march off March off, 1 fay. 

Phil. We can't think of leaving your honour— For 
egad, if we do, we are undone. [AJide. 

Lov. Begone— My fervice to you, Freeman — This 
is good (lu ff 

Free. Excellent. [Somebody in the pantry freezes* 

Kit. We are undone; undone. {/Ifidc. 

Phil. Oh, that is the Duke's damn'd rapce. [Afide. 

Lov. Didn't you hear a noife, Charles? 

Free. 
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Free* Somebody fneez'd, I thought. 

Lov. Damn it, there are thieves in the houfe— 
P1I be among 'era— {Takes a piftoL 

Kit. Lack-a-day, Sir, it was only the cat— — 'liiey 
fomctimes fneeze for all the world like a Chriitian— « — 

Here, Jack, Jack— He has got cold, Sir Fufs — 

pufs — - 

Lov. A cold : — then I'll cure him Here, Jack, 

Jack— pufs, pufs f 

Kit. Your Honour won't be fo rafh ——Pray, your 
Honour, don't— ZPPP?fi n &* 

Lov. Stand off Here, Freeman — here's a barrel 

for biifinefs, with a brace of Hugs, and well prim'd, as 
you fee— Freeman— I'll hold you &vt tb fou r 
nay, I'll hold you two to One, I hit the cat through the 
key-hole of that pantry -door. 

Free. Try, try ; but I think it impofiible. 

Lov. I am a damn'd good markfman (Cocks the pifioU 
and points it at the pantry • door. ) ■ Now for it ! (A 

violent Jhriek t and all is dijeovered.)—* — Who the devil 
are thefe ? One —two — three— four 

Phil. They are particular friend* of mine, Sir ; fcr- 
vants to Come noblemen in the neighbourhood. 

Lov. I told you there were thieves in the houfc. 

Free. Ha, ha, ha i 

Phil. I affure your Honour they have been entertain- 
ed at our own ex pence, upon my word. 

Kit, Yes, indeed, your Honour, if it was the laft 
word I had to fpeak — — 

Lov. Take up that bottle (Philip takes up a bottle 

nvith a ticket to it, and is going off.)-—— Bring it back. 
■ ■ Do you ufually entertain your company with To-* 
kay, Monueur? 

Phil. I, Sir, treat with wine ! 

Lov. O yes, from humble Port to imperial Tokay too* 
Tes.J loves Kokay. [Mimicking himfelf. 

Phil. How! — —Jemmy, my matter! 

Kit. Jemmy!— -the devil! 

Phil. Your Honour is at prefeat in liquor — but in the 
morning, when your Henour is recovered, I will fet all 
to rights again. 

Lov. {changing hU countenance.) We'll fct all to rights 
jl now—— 
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now— There, I am fober, at your fervice— What have 

you to fay, Philip: (Philip Jiarts.) You may well 

fUrt — Go, get out of my fight. 

Duke. Sir — I have not the honour to be known to 
you, but 1 have the honour to ferve his Grace the Duke 
of 

Lov. And the impudence familiarly to aflume his 

title Your Grace will give me leave to tell you, 

That is the door And if you ever enter there again, 

I a flu re you, my Lord Duke, I will break every bone 
io yonr Grace's fkin — Begone— 

Duke (qfide.) Low-bred fellows, [Exit. 

Lov. 1 beg your Lady mips pardon— —perhaps they 
cannot go without chairs— ha, ha, ha I 

Fr*e. Ha, ha, ha ! [Sir Harry fieaJs off. 

Lady Char. This comes ofvifiting commoners, [Exit, 
. lutdy Bab. They are downright Hottenpots. [Exit. 

Phil, and Kit. , I hope ;your Honour will not take a- 
way our bread. 

Lov. " Five hundred pounds will fet you up in a 
" chocolate -houfe — You'll mine .in the bar, Madam." 
— I have been an eyc-witnefs of your roguery, extrava- 
gance, and ingratitude* s 

Phil, and Kit. Oh, Sir Good Sir ! 

Lov. You, Madam, may flay here till to-morrow 

morning And there, Madam, is the book you lent 

me, winch I *beg you'll read " nignt and morning before 
•* you fay your prayers." 

Kit. I am ruiu'd and undone. [Exit. 

Lev. But you, Sir, for your villany, and (what I 
liate worfe) your hypocrify, (hall not ftay a minut 
longer in this -houfe; and here comes an honeft man to 
ihow you the way out. — Your keys, Sir — 

[Philip gives the keys* 
Enter Tom. 

Tom, I refpeft and value you You are an honeft 

fervant, and fhall never want encouragement — Be fo 
good, Tom, as to fee that gentleman out of my houfe, 
{Points to Philip) — and then take charge of the cellar 
andplate. 

Tom. 1 thank your Honour; but I would not rife 
on the ruin of a fellow -fervant. 

Vol I. M . Lov. 
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Lev. No rcmon ft ranees, Tom ; it mall be as I fay^. 

PhH. What a curfed fool have I been ! 

[Exeunt Servants* 

Lev. Well, Charles, I muft thank you for my froKc 
—it has been a wholefome one to me— Have I done 
right? 

Free. Entirely No judge could have determined 

better. As yo.u punifiVd the bad, it was but juftice. 

to reward the good. 

* Lev. A faithful fervant is a worthy chara&er. 

* Free. And can never receive too much encourage- 
« ment. 

' Lov. Right. 

* Free. You have made Tom very happy. 

* Lov. And I intend to make your Robert fo too.— 
* Every honed fervant mould be made happy.' 

Free, But what an infufFerable piece of aflurance is it 
in fome of thefe fellows to affect and imitate their ma- 
ilers manners ? 

. Lev. What manners muft thofc be which they can 
imitate? 

Free. True. 

Lov. If perfbns of , rank would a& up to their ftand- 
qrd, it would be impoffible that their fervants could ape 
them — But when they affeft every thing that is ridicu- 
lous, it will be in the power of any low creature to fol- 
low their example. 
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ACT I. Scene, Jt Waod. 

Dorcas, Gregory. 

Grecoky. 
Tell you No, I won't comply ; and it is n>y bufinefc 
to talk, and to command. 

M 2 Don- 
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% Dor. And I tell you; You (hall conform to my will";. 
and that I was not married to you to fuffer your ill- 
humours* 

Greg. O the intolerable fatigue of "matrimony ! Ait- 
H flotle never faid a better thing in his life, than when he 
told us, That a nvi/e *was nvor/e than a devil. 
Dor. Dear the learned gentleman with his Ariftotle. 
Greg. And a learned man. I am too:, find me out a 
maker of fagots that's able, like myfelf, to leafon-upon 
. things, or that can boafl fuch an education as mine. 
Dor. An education ! 

Greg. Ay, huffy, a regular education : firft at the 
charity -fchool, where I learnt to read ; then 1 waited 
on a gentleman at Oxford; where 1 learnt— very near as 
much as my mailer ; from whence I attended a travel- 
ling phyfician fix years, under the facetious deuomina- 
uation of a Merry Andrew, where I learnt phyfic. 

Dor. O that thou had'ft follow'd htm ftill ! CursMbe 
the hour wherein I anfwerM the pat fori, / will. 

Greg. And curs'd be the parfon that aik'd thee the 
queftiun \ • 

Dor. You have reafon to complain of him indeed— 
who ought to be on your knees every moment, return- 
ing thanks to Heaven for that great bleffing It fent you, 

when it fent you myfelf.; 1 hope you have not the 

ilTurance to think you deferv'd fuch a wife as me I 
Creg. No, really, 1 don't think I do. 

Dorcas^ffgr. 
When a lady, like me, condescends to agree 

To let fuch. a jackanapes tafte her, 
With what zeal and care fhou'd he worftiip the fair,. 
Who gives him what's meat for his mafter I 
His actions mould dill 
Attend on her will:— 
Hear, firrah, and take it for warning; 
To her he mould be 
Each night on his knee, 
And fo he mould be on each morning. 
Greg. Meat for my mafter ! you were meat for your 
mailer, if I an't miftaken ; « for, to one of our fhames 
• be it ipokcttj you rofc as good a virgin from me a» 

*yuu. 
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* you went to-bed.' Come, come, Madam, it was a^ 
lucky day for you when you found me out. 

Dor. Lucky indeed 1 a fellow who eats every thing I 
have. 

Greg. That happens to be a miftake, for I drink fome 
part on't. 

Dor.lhzx has not even left roe a bed to lie on. 

Greg. You'll rife the earlier. 

Dor. And who from morning till night is eternally in 
an alehoufe. 

Greg. It's genteel; the fquirc does the fame. 

Don. Pray, Sir, what are you willing I (hall do with- 
my family? 

Greg, Whatever you pleafe. 

Dor. My four little children that are continually cry- 
ing* for bread ? 

Greg. Give 'em a rod! beft cure in the world for cry- - 
ing children. 

Dor. And d6 you imagine, fot •- 

Greg* Hark. ye* my dear* yoit knour my temper i»* 
not over and above pafiive, and that my arm is extremely 
active. 

Dor* Llaugh at your threats, poor beggarly infolent 
fellow. 

. Greg. Soft objc cVof my wifbing, eyes, I fhall play with* 
your pretty ears. 

Dor. Touch me if you dare, you infolent, impudent* 
dirty, lazy, rafcally ■ 

Greg. Oh ho, ho! you will have it then, I find. 

[Beats btr+ 

Dor, O murder* .murder I 

Enter Squire Robert. 

Reb. What's the matter here? l'y upon you, fy upon 
you, neighbour, to beat your wife in this fcandaloua 
manner ! 

Dor. Weil, Sir, and I have a mind to be beat, and 
what then ? 

Rob. O dear, Madam, I giv« my confcnt with all my? 
heart and foul. 

Dor. What's that to you, 4jaucebox ? Is it any bu£«- 
«efs of yours? . 

Rob. No certainly, Madam. 

M i, Don . 
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Dor. Here's an impertinent fellow for you, won't faf- 
fcr a hufband to beat his own wife ! 

AIR, Winchefier Wedding. 
Go thrafh your own rib, Sir, at home, 

Nor thus interfere with our ftrife; 
May cuckoldom (till be his doom. 

Who drives to part hufband and wife. 
Suppofe I've a mind he fhould drub, 

Whofe bones are they, Sir, he's to lick? 
At whofe expence is it, you fcrub? 
You are not to find him a ftick. 
' Rob. Neighbour, 1 afk your pardon heartily; here, take 
and threfh your wife ; beat her as you ought to do. 

Greg. No, Sir, I won't beat her. 
* Rob. O Sir, that's another thing. 

Greg. I'll beat her when I pleafe, and will not beat . 
her when I do not pleafe. She is my wife, and not yours. 
Rob. Certainly. 

Dor. Give me the ftick,. dear hufband. 
Rob. Well, if ever I attempt to part hufband amd wife 
again, may I be beaten myfelf! \Exit Sq, Rob\ 

Greg. Come, my dear, let us be friends. 
Dor. What, after beating me fo \ 
Greg. 'Twas but in jeft. 

Dor. I defire you will crack your jefts on your own? 
bones, not on mine. 

Greg. Pfhaw ! you know you and I are one, and I 
beat one half of myfelf when I beat you. 

Dor. Yes, but for the future I defire you will beat the 
other half of yourfelf. 

Greg. Come, my pretty dear, Iafk pardon; I'm forry 
for't. 

Dor. For once I pardon you— but you fhall pay for 
it. [4fide. 

Greg. Pfha! p(ha! child, thefe are only little affairs, 
DecefTary in friendfhip ; four or five good blows with a 
cudgel between your very fond couples, only tend to 
heighten the affections. 1*11 now to the wood, and 1 pro- 
mife thee to make a hundred fagots before I come home 
again. * [Exit. 

Dor. If I am not reveng'd on thofe blows of yours Y 
• -—Oh, that I could but think of fome method to-be 
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* revengM on him ! Hang the rogue, he's quite infenfible 

* of cuckoldom. 

* A I R, Oh London it afin& town. 
' In ancient days, I've heard, with horns 

• The wife her fpoufe could fright, 

* Which now the hero bravely /corns,, 

• So common is the fight. 

* To city, country, camp, or court,. 

• Or wherefoe'er he* go, 

* No horned brother dares make fport;- 

1 They're cuckolds all a- row.* 
Oh that 1 could find out fome invention to get him welP 
drubbtti 

Enter Harry and James; 

Har. Were ever two fools fent on fuch a meflage a* 
we arc, in queft of a dumb doctor! 

Ja* Blame your own cur fed memory that made you 
forget his name. For my part, I'll travel through the 
world rather than return without him; that were as much 
as a limb or two were worth.. 

Har. Wa» ever fuoh a curfed misfortune, to lofe the 
letter ! I mould not even know his name if I were to hear 

Don Can I find no invention to be reveng'd!~Hey~ 
- day! who are thefeT 

• jfa. Hark ye, miftrefs, do you know where— where 
—where do&or What-d ? ye-call- him lives ?- 

Dor. Doctor who? 

^►Doctor doctor— what's his name ? 

Dor. Hey ! what, has the fellow a mind to banter me L 

Han Is there no phyfician hereabouts famous for cu- 
ring dumbnefs? 

Dor. I fancy you have no neect of fuch a phyfician, 
Mr Impertinence. 

ffar. Don't miftake us, good woman, we don't mean- 
to banter you: we are fent by our matter, whofe daugh- 
ter has loft her fpeech, for a certain phyfician who lives, 
hereabouts; we have loft our direction, and 'tis as muck 
as our lives are worth to return. without him. 

Dor, There is one Dr Lazy lives juft by, but he has 
left off practiiing. You would not get him a mile to 
favc the lives of a thoufand patients* 
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.' Jai Direct us but to him ; we'll bring him with us> 
one way or other, I warrant you. 

Har. Ay, ay, we'll have him with us, though we 
carry him on our backs. 

Dor. Ha, Heav'n has infpirM me with one of the 
mod admirable inventions to be reveng'd on my hang- 
dog! — {j4fide.) — I affurc you, if you can get him with 
you, he'll do your young lady's bufinefs for her ; he's 
reckoned one of the bed phyficians in the world, efpe- 
cially for dumbnefs. 

Har. Pray tell us where he lives? 

Dor. You'll never be able to get him out of his own* 
houfe ; but if you watch hereabouts, you'll certainly 
meet with hrm, for he very ofteu araufes himfelf here 
with cutting wood. 

Har. A phyfician cut wood!— • 
- J a. I fuppofe he araufes himfelf in fearching after 
herbs, you mean. 

Dor. No; he's one of the moft extraordinary men ia- 
the world : he goes dreft like a common clown ; for 
there is nothing he fo much dteads as to be known for 
a phyfician. 

Ja. All your great men have fome flrange oddities » 
about 'em* . 

Dor. Why, he will fuffer himfelf to be beat before he 
will own himfelf to be a phyfician— and I'll give you» 
my word, you'll never make him own himfelf one, un- 
lcfs you both of you take a good cudgel and ihrafh him* 
into it ; 'tis what we are all forced to do when we have 
any need of him. 

Ja< What a ridiculous whim is here! 

Dor. Very true ; and in fo great a man* 
. J a. And is he fo very fkilful a man? 

Dor. Skilful! — why he does miracles. 'About half a- 
year agb, a woman was given over by all her phyficians, . 
nay, me had been dead fome time; when this great mas. 
came to her, as foon as he faw her, he pour'd out a little- 
drop of fomething down her throat— —he bad no fooner 
done it, than (he got out of her bed, and walk'd about 
the room as if there had been nothing the matter with 
her. 

Both. prodigious! 

Do** 
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Dor. 'Tis not above three weeks ago, that a child of 
twelve years old fell from the top of a houfe to the botr 
torn, and broke its fcull, its arms, and legs. — Our 
phy fician was no fboner drubb'd into making him a vifit, 
than, having rubb'd the child all over with a certain 
ointment, it got upon its legs, and run away to play. 

Both. Oh mod wonderful ! 

Har. Hey ! Gad, James, we'll drub him out' of "a pot* 
•f this ointment. 

jfa. But can he cure dumbneffi ? 

Dor. Dumbnefs ! Why the curate of our parifh's wife- 
was born dumb ; and the dodor, with a fort of wafh 
warned her tongue, till he fetr it a-going fo, that in left' 
than a month's time (he out-talk'd herhufband. 

Har. This rouft be the very man we were fent after.-. 

Dor. Yonder is the very man I fpeak of.. 

Ja, What ! that he yonder ? 

Dor. The veryfam*.— Hehasfyy'd'us, and*takeni 
up his bill. v 

Ja. Come, Harrys don't let us lofe one moment.— 
Miftrefs, your fervant ; we give you ten thoufand thank* 
fox this favour. 

Dor. Be fure you make good ufc of your flicks. 

Ja. He (han't want that. [Exeunt.. 

Scene, Another part of the Wood. 

Gregory difcover'd fitting on the ground with faggots 
about him. 

Greg. Pox on't, 'tis mod confounded hot weather* 
Ucy, who have we here fy 

Enter James and Harry. 

Ja. Sir, your moil obedient humble fervaDt— 

Greg. Sir, your fervant. 

Ja. We are mighty happy in finding you here— 

Greg. Ay, like enough — 

7a. 'Tis in your power, Sir, to do us a very great 
favour — We come, Sir, to implore your afliilance in a 
certain affair. 

Greg. If it be in my-power to give you any affiftance* 
rafters, I am very ready to do it. 

Ja* Sir^you.aie extremely obliging — But, dear Sir,. 
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let me beg you be cover'd, the fun will hurt you com- 
plexion. 

Har. For Heaven'* Take, Sir, be covered. 

Greg. Thefc (hould be footmen by their drefs, but 
courtiers by their ceremony. - [Ajifau 

J a. You muft not think it ft range, Sir, that we come 
thus to feek after you ; men of your capacity will be 
(ought after by the 'whole world. 

Greg. Truly, gentlemen, though, I fay it, that 4hou]£ 
not fay it, I have a petty good hand at a fagot. 

Ja. O dear, Sir ! 

Greg* You may pet haps buy fagots cheaper other- 
wife ; but if yon find fuch in all this country, you mall 
have mine for nothing. To make but one word the* 
with you, you /lull have mine for ten Shillings a hun- 
dred. 

Ja. Don't talk in that manner, I defire you. 

Greg. I could not fell 'em a penny cheaper, if 'twa* 
to my father. 

Ja. Dear Sir, we know yon very well— —don't jeft 
with U9 in this manner. 

Greg. Faith, mafter, I am fo much in earoeft, that I 
can't bate one farthing. 

. ' Ja. O pray, Sir, leave this idle dlfcourfe.— Can a 
perfon like you amufe himfelf in this manner i ■ - -Can 
a learned and famous phyfician like you, try to dtfguif* 
himfelf to the world, and bury fuch fine taUnti in the 
woods ? 

Greg, The fellow's a fooJU 

Ja± Let me intreat you, Sir, not todiffemble witfe 
us. 

Nor. It is in vain, Sir ! we know what you are. 

Greg. Know what you arc !— — what do you know 
of me? 

Ja. Why, we know you, Sir, to be a very great phy- 
fician. 

Greg. Phyfician in your teeth ; I a phyficianl 

Ja. The fit is on him- Sir, let me befecch you to 

conceal you if elf no longer, and oblige us to you know 
what* 

Greg. Devil take me if I know what, Sir,— —But I 
know this, that I'm no phyfician. 
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Ja. We rauft proceed to the ufaal remedy, I find— 
And fo you are no phyfician ? 
Greg. No. 

Ja. You are no phyficiaB ? x 
Greg. No, I tell you. 

Ja . Well, if we mufl, we m«ft. [ifca/ £/'/»» 

Gr^. Oh, oh! gentlemen! gentlemen! what are you 
doing ? I am — i — 1 am — — whatever you pieafe to have; 
me. 

Ja. Why will you oblige us, Sir, to this violence ? 
liar. Why will you force us to this troublefome re- 
medy? 

Ja. I affure you, Sir y it gives me a great deal of 
pain. ' 

Greg. I affure you, Sir, and fo it does me. But 
pray, gentlemen, what is the reafon that you hare a mind 
to make a phyfician of me ? 

Ja. What! do you deny your being a phyfician 
again ? 

Greg. And the devil take me if I am. 
Har. You are no phyfician ? 
' Greg. May I be poxM if I am.— [They beat h'trn."]-** 

Oh, oh ! Dear gentlemen ; oh ! for Heaven's fake! 

I am a phyfician, and an apothecary too, if you'll have 
me : I had rather be any thing than be knock'd o' the 
head. 

Ja. Dear Sir, I am rejoic'd t& fee you come to your 
fenfes ; 1 afk pardon ten thoufand times for what you 
have forc'4 us to. 

Greg. Perhaps I am deceiv'd myfelf, pnd am a phyfi- 
cian without knowing it. But, dear gentkmen, are you 
certain I'm a phyfician ? 

Ja. Yes, the greateft phyfician in the world. 
Greg. Indeed ! 

Nan A phyfician that hat cur'd all forts of diftem- 
pera. 

Greg. The devil I have ! 

Ja. That has made" a woman walk. about the room 
after (he was dead fix hours. 

Har. That fet a child upon its legs immediately aftet 
. h had broke 'era, 

>■ 
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7a. That made the curate's wife, who was dunib 9 
'talk fader than her hufband. 

Har\ Look ye, Sir, you fhall have content ; my ma- 
iler will give you whatever you will demand. 

Greg. Shall I have whatever I will demand ? ' 
. jfa. You may depend upon it. 

Greg. I am a phyfician without doubt — I had forgot 
h ; but I begin to recoiled myftlf.— Well, and what 
is the diftemper I am to cure ? 

J a. My young miftrefe, Sir, has loft her tongue. 

Greg* The devil take me if I have found it. But, 

come, gentlemen, if I muft go with you, I mud have a 

phyfician's habit ; for a phyfician can no more prefcribe 

without a full wig, than without a fee. [Exeunt* 

* Enter Dorcaa. 

4 Don- 1 don't remember my heart has gone fo pit- 

• a-pat with joy a long while. Revenge is furely the 

• -mod delicious motfel the devil ever dropt into the 

• mouth of a woman. And this is a revenge which 
1 coils nothing ; for, alack-a-day ! to plant horns upon 

• a hufband's head, is more dangerous than is imagin'd. 

• Odd ! 1 had a narrow efcape when I met with this 
' fool ; the be ft of my market was over, and I began t« 
4 grow almoft as cheap as a crack'd china-cup. 

AIR. Pinks and Lilies. 

* A woman's ware, like china, 

4 Now cheap, now dear is bought ; 
« When whole, though worth a guinea, 

* When brake's not worth a groat. 
•• A woman at St James's, 

* With hundreds you obtain ; 

* But ftay till loft her fame is, 

4 She'll be cheap in Drury-Lane/ 

A C T II. 

Scene, Sir Jafper's Houfe* 

Enter Sir Jasper and James* 
Sit Jaf. \KT HERE is he ? Where is he > 

V V J** Only recruiting himfelf after his 

journey. You need not be impatient, Sir; for were my 

3 young 
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young lady dead, he'd bring her to' life again.— —He 
makes no more of bringing a patient to life, than other V 
phyficians do of killing him. 

Sir Jaf T'iaftrange fo great a man fliould have thofir 
unaccountable odd humours you mcntion'd. 

Ja. 'Tis but a good blow or two, and he comes imv 
mediately to himfclf— -Here he it. 
Enter Gregory. 

Har. Sir, this is thcDodor. % 

* tr J a fi Dear & r t you're the welcomeft man in the 
world. * t 

Greg. Hippocrates fays we fliould both be cot er'd. 

Sirjaf Ha! does Hippocrates fay fo? In what 
chapter, pray? 

Greg. In his chapter of Hats. 

Sir Jaf Since Hippocrates fays fo, I fhafl obey him. 

Greg. Doctor, after having exceedingly travcll'd ia 
the highway of letters ■ 

Sir Jaf Doctor! Pray whom do you fpeak to ? 

Greg. To you, Doctor. 

Sirjaf. Ha, ha! 1 am a knight, thank the 

King's grace for it, but no doctor. , 

Greg. What, you're no doctor ? 

Sir Jaf No, upon my word. 

Greg. You're no doctor ? 

Sirjaf Doaor! no. — 

Greg. There~'tis done. [.Seats html 

Sirjaf Done, in the devil's name! What's done? 

Greg. Why, now you arc made a doctor of phyfic— » 
I am fure 'tis all the degrees 1 ever took. 

Sir Jaf What devil of a fellow have you brought 
here? 

Ja. I told you, Sir, the doctor had ftrange whims 
with him. 

Sir Jaf Whims, quotha ! ——Egad, I (hall bind hit 
phyficianfhip ov*r to his good behaviour, if he has any 
more of theCc whlhW 

Greg. Sir, I aflc pardon! for the liberty I have taken* 

Sip Jaf Oh ! 'tis very well, 'tis very well for once» 

Greg. I am forry for thofe blows. . 

Sir Jaf Nothing at all, nothing at all, Sir* 

Vou I. N . .(?/*/•, 
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Greg. Which I was obliged to have the honour if la y- 
isg ea fo thick upon you. 

Sir Jafi Let's talk no more of 'em, Sir-— —My, 
daughter Do&or, it fallen into a very ftraage diftemper. 

Greg. Sir, I am ovcrjoyM to heir it; and I with 
with all my heart you and your whole family had the 
fame occafion for me at your daughter, to (how the 
great deure I have to ferve you* 

Sir J of. Sir, I am obliged to you. 

Greg. I affiire you, Sir, I fpeak from the very hot* 
torn of my foul. 

Sir Jeif. I do believe yon, Sir, from the very bottom 
•f mine.. . 

Greg* What is your daughter's name ? 

Sirjaf. My daughter's name is Charlotte. 
. Grew* Are you Aire (he was chriften'd Charlotte i 
. $irjf*f. No, Sir, the was chriften'd Charlotta. 

Greg. Hum ! I had rather (he (hould have been chri- 
ften'd. Charlotte. Charlotte is a very good name for a 
patient ; and let me tell you, the name is often of as 
Mth fervsceto the patient aa the phyucian is* 

Sir jfaf. Sir, my daughter's here. 

Enter Charlotte and Maid. 

Greg* Is that my patient? Upon my word me carries 
fco diftemper in her countenance— and I fancy a healthy 
young fellow would fit very well upon her. 
.• Sir Jof. You make her fmile, do&or. 

Greg. So much the better ; 'tis a very good fign when 
we can bring a patient to (mile i it is a fign that the 
diftemper begins to clarify, as we fay.— Well, child; 
what's the matter with you? What's your diftemper i 

Cha, Han, hi, hon, han. 

Greg. What do you fay ? 

Cha. Han, hi, han, hon. 

Greg. What, what, what?— 

Cha. Han> hi, hon—— 

Greg. Han! hon! honin! ha* I don't under* 

ftand a word (he fays. Han !;hi ! hon! What the devil 
of a language is this I y ' 

Sirjaf. Why, that's her diftemper, Sir. She's he-" 
come dumb, and no one can affign the caufe— and this 
sJiftempv, Sir, has kept back her marriage. 

Greg. 
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Greg. Kept back her marriage ! Why fo? 
Sir Jaf Becaufe her lover refufes to have her titi fce'a 
cur'd. 

Greg, O lad ! Wat ever foch a fool, that wou'd not 
have his wife dumb ! Would to heaven my wife waa 
dumb, I'd be far from defiring to cure her.— Does thia 
diftemper, this Han, hi, hon, oppred her very much? - 
Sir Jaf Yes, Sir. 

Greg. So much the better. Has (he any great pains? 
Sir Jaf Very great. 

Greg. That's juft as I would have it. v Give me yotir 
hand, child. Hum— Ha— a very dumb pulfe indeed. 
Sir Jaf You have gue&'d her diftemper. 
Greg. Ay, Sir, we great phyficianf know a diftemper 
immediately: I know fome of the college would call thia 
the boree> or the coupe e> or the Jinkee, or twenty other 
diftempers; but I give you my word, Sir, your daughter 
k nothing more than dumb—— So I'd have you be very 
eafy, for there h nothing elfe the matter with her ■ 

If (he were not dumb, (he would be as well as I am. 

Sir Jaf. But I ihould be glad to know, Bo&or, from 
whence her dumbnefs proceeds? 

Greg. Nothing fo eafily accounted/or. «— Her dumfc- 
nefa proceeds from her -having loft her ipeech. ' 

Sir Jaf But whence, if you pleafe, proceeds her ha- 
ving loft her fpeech? 

Greg. All our beft authors will tell you, it it the im- 
pediment of the action of the tongue. 

Sir Jaf But if you pleafe, dear Sir, your fentiment* 
upon that impediment. 

Greg. Ariftotle has upon that fubjeft faid very fine 
things ; very fine things. 

Sir Jaf. I believe it, Do&or. 
Greg. Ah ! he was a great man, he was Indeed a 
very great man— A man, .who upon that fubjeft was 
a man that — But to return to our reafoning : I hold that 
this impediment of the a&ron of the tongue is eaufed 
hy certain humours which our great phyficians call *■' 
Humours— Humours— Ah! you underftand La- 
tin— 

Sir Jaf. Not in the lead. 

Greg* What, not underftand Latin? 

Na Sit 
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Sir Jaf No indeed. Doftor. 

Greg. Cabriciut arci thuram cathalimus, fingulariter 
*om. Haec mufa; hie, haec, hoc, genitivo bujus, hunt, 
fcane mufaer. ' Bonus, bona, bonum. Eftnc oratio Lad- 
is us? Etiam. Quia fubftantivo & adje&ivum concordat 
in generi numcrum & cafus, fie dicunt, aiunt, predicant* 
clamitant, 4c fimilibus. 

Sir Jaf Ah ! why did I negka my ftudies I 

Jiar. What a prodigious man is this ! 

Greg. Befides, Sir, certain fpirits paffing from the kft- 
jfc^e, which is the feat of the liver, to the right, which 
is the feat of the heart, we find the lungs, which we call 
in Latin, tnhijkeru^ having communication with the 
•brain, which we name hi Greek, jackboot as > by means of 
,9 hollow vein, which we call in Hebrew pervwiggus y meet 
in the road with the (aid fpirits,. which fill the yentricles 
of the omotaplafmus ; and becaufe the faid humours 
. Jiave— you comprehend me well, Sir ? and becaufe the 
faid humours have a certain malignity — liften fcrioufly, 
I beg you. 
> Sir Jaf I do. 

Greg. Have a certain malignity that is caufed— be 
.at ten tire, if you pieafe. 

Sir Jaf I am. 
. Greg* That is caufed, I fay, by the acrimony of the 
humours engender'd in the concavity of the diaphragm; 
Jthence it arrives, that thefe vapours, Propria quae raari- 
bus tribuuntur, mafcula dicas, ut funt divorum, Mars, 
33 acchus, Apollo, virorura. — This, Sir, is the caufe of 
your daughter's being dumb. 

Han O that I had but his tongue! . 

Sir Jaf It # is impofiible to reafon better, no doubt. 

But, dear Sir, there is one thing I always thought 

'till now, that the heart was on the left fide, and the li- 
ver on the right. 

Greg. Ay, Sir, fo they were formerly, but we have 
chang'd all that. The college at prefent, Sir, pro- 
ceeds upon an entire new method. 

Sir Jaf I aik your pardon, Sir. 

Greg. Oh, Sir! there's no harm— —you're not oblig'd 
to know fo much as we do* 

Si* 
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Sir Jaf Very true ; but, Doctor, what would jtm 
have done with my daughter? 

Greg. What would I have done wMi her? Why, myr 
advice is* that you immediately put her iato a bc<$ 
warm'd with a braft warming-pa* : Caufe her to drink 
erne quart of fpriag* water, raix'd with one pint of brandy* 
fix Seville oranges, and three ounce* of the beft double*- 
vtfin'd Cugar. 

5/r y^/C Why, this is punch, Doctor. 

Greg. Punch, Sir! ay, Sir;— and what's Btjtttr 

than punch to make people talk >— .Never tell me of , 
josw juleps, your gruels, your — your— this, aBd that** ** 
and t'other,, which are only arts to keep* a patient in> ' 
hand a long time. — I love to do a bufinefs all at once. 
Sirjaf Doctor,.! aft pardon y you mall he obey'dl 

\Gtves money, 
Greg. Ill return in the evening) and fee what effect it 
has had on her- But%old, there's another young lady 
here that I muft apply fame little remedies to. 

Maid, Who, me I I was never better t& my life,, I 
thank you, Sir; 

Greg. So muck the worfe, Madam, fcmucK the worfe 
*— 'Tis very dangerous to be very well ;■ > for whea 
•ne is very well, one has nothing elfe to- do but tatake 
phytic and bleed away. 

Sir Jaf Oh ftrange!' What, bleed' when one has no> 
diftemper? 

Greg* It may be ftrange, perhaps, but 'tis very whole* 
feme. Befides, Madam, it is not your cafe, at prefent* 
to be very well* at leaft, you oannot poffibly be well a* 
hove three days longer ; and: it is always beft to cure a* 
diftemper before you have it , or, as we fay in Greeks 
Difteraprum beftum eft curare ante h&beftum. — What t 
ihall prefcribe you, at prefent,- is to take every fix hour* 
one of thefe bolufcs. 

Maid. Ha* ha, ha ! Why, Doctor, thefe look exactly 
like lumps of loaf- fugar. 

Grtg. Take one of thefe bohifes, I fay, every fix hours,, 
warning it down with fix fpoonful* of the beft Holland'* 
geneva. 

Sir Jf^f Su« you are in jeft, Doctor !— This wtncfh 
4oca aot ftww any fy mptom of a diftempcr*. 
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Greg. Sir Jafper, let me tell you, it were ndt amfts IF 
you yourfelf took a little lenitive phytic; I {hall prepare 
ibmcthing for you. 

Sir Ja£ Ha, ha, hart No, no, Dodor; I have efcapM 
both doctors and di (tempers hitherto, and I am refoWd 
the diitemper (hall pay rae the firft vifit. 

Greg. Say you lb, Sir ? Why then if I can get no 
more patients here, I mud even feck 'em el fe where ; and 
fo humbly begga tedominc domitii veniam goundi foraa* 

[Exit Gregory. 

iir ya/l Well, this is a pkyficiaa of vail capacity, but 
of exceeding odd humours^ [Exeunfr 

Scene, Tie Street. 

Leander j&/ka 
Ah, Charlotte ! thou tiaft no reafon to apprehend myr 
ignorance of -what thou endureft, fince I can fo cafily 
guefs thy torment by my own. — Oh how much more jus- 
tifiable are my fears, when you have not only the com> 
inaad of a parent, but the temptation of fortune to al- 
lure you! 

AIR. Set fy Mr Seedo.. 
r „ * O curfed- povfer of gold,. 

« For which all honour's fold,; 
* And honcfty's no moref 

* For thee,, we often find 

* The great in leagues combin'c? 

_ - c To trick and rob the poorv 

* By thee the fool and knave 

* Ttanfcend the wife and brave,, 

4 So abfolute thy reign: 

* Without fome help of thine,, 

* The greateft beauties (hine, 

* And lovers plead, in vain.' 
To him, Gregory, 
Gregi. Upon my word, this is a good beginning, and 

4nce 

Lean* I have waited for you, Doctor, a long time. I'm 
come to beg your arManae. 

Greg. Ay, you have need of afllftance indeed! What 
a pulie is here! What do you out o' your bed? 

[Feets his pulp. 
Lean. 
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Lean. Ha, ha, ha ! Do&or, you're miftaken ; I am- 
»ot fick, I allure you. 

Greg. How r Sir! not fick! Do you' think I don't 
know when a* man is» fick, better than he does himfelf.* 
Lean. Well, if I have aHy diftemper, it is. the love of 
that young lady y our patient,, from whom you juft now 
came, and* to whom if you can convey me, I fwear, dear 
Do&or, I (hall be effe&ually curM. 

Greg. Do you take me for a pimp, Sir! a phyfician 
lor a pimp? 

Lean. Dear Sir, make no noife. 
Greg. Sir, I will make a noife"; you're an impertinent 
fellow. 

Lean. Softly, good Sir!! 

Greg. I (hall (how you, Sir, that Fm not fuch a fort 

•f a perfon, and that you are an infolent, faucy 

'(Leander gives a purfe.) I'm not fpeaking to you*. 

Sir; but there are certain impertinent fellows in the 
world, that take people for what they are not ■ whioh. 
always puts me,- Sir, into? fuch a paffion, that— — 
Lean. I afk pardon, Sir, for the liberty 1 have taken. 
Greg. O.dear, Sir; no offence in the lcaft.— Pray,, 
Sir, how am I to ferve you I . 

Lean. This diftemper, Sir, which you are fent for to 
cure, is feign'd. The phyficians have reafon'd upon it, 
according to cuftom, and have derived it from the brain,, 
from the bowels, from the liver, lungs, lights, and every 
part of the body: but the true caufe.of it. is love; and~is 
an invention of Charlotte's, to deliver her from a match 
me diflikes. 

Greg. Hum!— Suppofe you were- to difguife yaurfclf 
as an apothecary? 

Lean. I'm not vtrj well known to her father* there- 
fore believe I may pais upon him fecurery. 

Greg. Go then, difguife yourfelf immediately; I'll, 
wait for you here— Ha! methinks I fee a patient. 

{Exit Leandern 
Enter James and Davy. 
Greg. Gad ! matters gq fwimmingly. I'll, even con- 
tinue a phyfician as long as I live. 
Jtu {Sf eating to Davy.) Fear not, if he nelapfe into 

his 
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Ik humours, I'll quickly thralh him into the phyGciait 
again. Do&or, I have brought you a patient. 

Dav. My poor wife, Do&or, has kept her bed thefe 
fix months, (Greg. Mds out his hand.) If yoar worihic* 
would find «ut feme means to cure her ? ■> 

Greg. Whit's the matter with her? 

Dav. Why* (he has had feveral phyficians ; one fay* 
*tis the dropfy ; another,, 'tis the what-d'ye-caU it, the 
tumpany j a third fays 'tis a flow fever * a fourth fays the 
lumatiz ;. a fifth 

Greg. What are the fyraptomsf 

Day. Symptoms* Sir! 

Greg. Ay, ay, what does (he complain of? 

Dav. Why, (he is always craving and craving for 
drink, eats nothing at all. Then her legs arc fwell*& 
up as big as a good handfome poft, and as cold they be 
as a ftone. 

Greg. Come to the purpofe \ fpeak to the purpofe, my» 
friend. [Holding eut bis hapaX 

Dav* The purpofe is, Sir, that 1 am come to aflc what 
your worfhip pleafes to have done with her. 

Greg* Pma, pfita, pma! I don't undcrftand one word 
what you mean. 

Ja. His wife is Tick, Doctor, and he has brought you* 
U guinea for your advice. Give it the Do&or, friend* 

f Davy ewer the guinea* 

Greg. Ay, now I undcrftand you ; here's a gentle- 
man explains the cafe. You- fay your wife is fick of the 
dropfy? 

Dav. Yes, an't pleafe your worftum 

Greg. Well, 1 have made nfttft to comprehend your 
meaning at laft ; you have the ft range ft way of defcri* 
jbing a diftemper* You fay your wife is always calling: 
for drink: lei her have as much as flic defires; (he can't 
drink too much: and, d*ye hear, g*»e her this piece of 
cheefe. 

Dav. Cheefe, Sir! 

Greg. Ay, ohecfe, Sir. The cheefe, of which this ia> 
a party has curM move people ctf a dropfy than ever had) 
it* 

£*tu 
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Dav. I give your worihip a thoufand thanks; PU go 
make her take it immediately, [Exk. 

Greg. Go; and if (he dies, be Aire to bury her after 
the belt manner you can. 

Enter Dorcas. 
Dor. I'm like to pay fevcrely for my frolic, if I have 
loft my hufband by it. 

Greg. O phyfic and matrimony! my wife! 
Dor. For though the rogue ufed me a little roughly, 
Ec was as good a workman as any in five miles of hia 
head. 

AIR, Thomas 1 cannot* 
« A fig for the dainty civil fpoufe 

4 Who's bred at the court of France; 
* He treats his wife with fmiles and bows, 
' And minds not the good main- chance* 

* Be Gregory 

* The man for me, 

« Though given to many a maggot: 
« For he would work * 
Like any Turk; 
' None like htm e'er handled a fagot, a fagot, 
4 None like him e'er handled a fagot. 9 
Greg. What evil ftars, in the devil's name, have feat 
her hither? If I could but perfuade her to take a pill 
or two that I'd give her, I mould be a phyfician to 
fome purpofe— Come hider, fhild, leta me feela your 
pulfe. n 

Dor. What have you to do with my pulfe ! 
Greg. I am de French phyficion, my dear,. and I am to. 
feela de pulfe of de pation. 

Dor. Yes, but I am no pation, Sir, nor want no phyw 
ficion, good doctor Ragoa. 

Greg. Begar, you muft be puta to- bed, and taka de 
peel ; me fal give you de little peel dat fal cure you, as 
you have more diftempre den evere were hered off. 

Dor. What's the matter with the fool? If you feel my 
pulfe any more, I (hall feel your ears for you. 
Greg.. Begar, you muft taka de peel. 
Dor. Begar* 1 mall not taka de peel. 
Greg. I'll take this opportunity to try her. (jffidet) 
Mayc dear, if you will not letta me cura you, you fala 

curat 
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euro me ; you Mbemy phyficioa, and I wiH give you 
4c fee. [Hoids out a purfr. 

Dor. Ay, my ftomach does not go againft thofe piut; 
•ad what muft I do for your fee* 

Greg. 0, begar! me vtll fhow you, me Till teacha yott 
what you fid doe; you muft come kifla me now, yoo 
muft come kifla me. 

Dor. (kijjfis him.) At Hive, my very hang dog! I've 
tHfcoverM him in good time, or he had difcover'd me— 
(jffide) Well, Do&or, and are you cur*d sow? 

Greg. I (hall make myfelf a cuckold prcfently. 

i^i/p.)— Dis if not a proprc place, dw is too public; 
or fud any one pafs by while 1 taka dis phytic, it vill 
preventa de opperation, 

Dor. What pbyfic, Dodor? 

Greg. In your ear, dat. \Whifpers* 

Dor.- And in your ear dat, firrah. {Hitting him a box,} 
Do you dare affront my virtue, you villain? D'ye think 
the world mould bribe me to part with my virtue, my 
dear virtue ! There, take your purfe again. 

Greg* But where** the gold! 

Dor. The gold I'll keep, at an eternal monument of 
my virtue. 

Greg. O what a happy dog am I, to find my wife £> 
virtaout a woman when I lean expelfced it ! Oh, my in- 
jured dear I behold your Gregory, your own hu(band! 

Dor. Ha! 

Greg. O me, I'm fo full of joy, I cannot tell thee 
more, than that I am at much the happteft of men, as 
thou art the moft virtuous of women. 

Dor. And art thou really my Gregory ! And halt 
thou any more of thefe purfes ? 

Greg. No, my dear, I have no more about me ; but 
*tit probable in a few days I may have a hundred ; for 
the ftrangeft accident has happened to mef 

Dor. Yes, my dear ; but I can tell you whom yoo 
are oblig'd to for that accident : had you not beaten me 
this morning, I had never had you beaten into a phy- 

:un. 

Greg. Oh, oh I then 'tis to you I owe all that drub- 
bing. 

Dor. 
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Dmr. Yes, my dear, though I little dreamt of the 
Cwfemestcc* 

Greg. How infinitely I'm oblif'd to thee 1— But 
hoflil 

T* them eater Hellebore, 

Hei. Are not you the great doctor juft come to thia 
town, fo famous for curing dumbneb ? 

Greg. Sir, I am be. 

HeL Then, Sir, I (hould be glad of your advice. 

Greg. ' Let me feel your pulfe. 

HeL Not for myfclf, good Do&er; I am, myfclf, 
Sir, a brother of the faculty, what the world calls a mod 
de&or. I have at prefent under, my care a patient* 
whom I can by no means prevail with to fjpeak. 

Greg. I (hall make him fpeak, Sir. 

HeL It will add, Sir, to the great reputation you 
have already acquired; and I am happy in finding yon* 

Greg, Sir, I am as happy in finding you. {Tmking him 
qfuk.) You fee that woman there ; Ave k pofifeffed with 
a mod ftrange fort of madnefs, and imagines every man 
&e fees to be her bufband* Now, Sir, if you will but 
admit her into your houfc ■ ■■ ■ 

HeL Moil willingly. Sir. 

Greg. The firfi thing, Sir, you are to do, is to let out 
thirty ounces of her blood : then, Sir, you are to (have 
off ail heT hair ; aU her hair; Sir : after which you are 
to make a very fevere ufe of your rod twice a-day ; and 
take a partfcular care that (he have not the lead allow* 
•see beyond bread and water. 

HeL Sir, I (hall readily agree to the dictates of (b great 
a man ; nor can I help approving of your method, which 
is exceeding mild and wholcfome. 

Greg, (to Ms wife.) My dear, that gentleman will 
eonduS you to my lodgings.— Sir, I beg you will take 
a particular care care of the lady. 

HeL You may depend oa*t, Sir, nothing in my power 
Stall be wanting ; you .have- only to inquire for Dr Hel* 
lebore. 

Dor. 'Twont be long before I fee you, huiband ? 
HeL Hufi»nd;! this. tsuuinooountable a madnefs nt 
any I have yet met with, \E*it iwrADorcas. 

JEnter 
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Enter Leaoder. 

Greg, I think I (hall be reveng'd on you now, my 
dear. — So, Sir, 

Lean. I think I make a pretty good apothecary now* 

Greg. Yes, faith, you're almoft at good an apotheca- 
ry as I'm a phyfician ; and if you pleafe I'll convey you 
. to the patient. . 

Lean. If I did but know a few phyfical hard words. 

Greg. A few phyfical hard words ! why, in a few 
hard words confifts the faience* Would you know as 
much as the whole faculty in an. inftant, Sir? Come a- 
long, come along. — —Hold ; the do&or muft always go 
before the apothecary. [Exeunt* 

Scene, Sir JafperV Houfe. 

Sir Jafper, Charlotte, Maid. 

Sir Jaf. Has (he made no attempt to fpeak yet ! 

Maid* Not in the leaft, Sir; fo far from it, that a* 
flie ufed to make a fort of noifc before, (he is now quite 
filcnt. 

. Sir J&f (looking on bis watch.) 'Tis almoft the time 
the do&or promised to return— Oh, he is here. Do&or, 
your fervant. 

Enter Gregory and Leander. 

Greg. Well, Sir, how £oes my patient i 

Sir Jaf. Rather worfe, Sir, fince your prefcription. 
- Greg. So much the better; 'tis align that it operates* 
. Sir Jaf. Who is that gentleman, piay, with you \ 

Greg. An apothecary, Sir. Mr Apothecary, I de* 
fire you would immediately apply that fong I prefcrib'd* 
, Sir Jaf. A fong, Do£tor! prefcribe a fong? 

Greg. Prefcribe a fong, Sir ! — Yes, Sir, prefcribe a 
fong, Sir. Is there any thing fo ftrange in that ? Did 
you never hear of ///// to purge melancholy ? If you un~ 
derftand thefe things better than I, why did you fend 

for me ? 'Sbud, Sir, this fong would make a Stone 

fpeak.— — But if you pleafe, Sir, you and I will confer 
at fome diftance, during the application ; for this fong 
will do you as much harm as it will do your daughter 
good. Be fure, Mr Apothecary, to pour it down her 
ears very clofely. 

i AIR. 
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AIR. 
Lean. Thus, lovely patient, Charlotte fees 
Her dying patient kneel : 
Soon cur'd will he your feign M difeafe ; 
But what phyfician e'er can eafe t 

The torments which I feel ? 
Think, charming nymph, while I complain. 

Ah, think what I endure ! 
All other remedies are vain ; 
The lovely caufe of all my pain 
Can only caufe my cure. 
Greg. It is, Sir, a great and fubtle queftion among 
the doctors, Whether women are more eafy to be cur'd 
than men. I beg you would attend to this, Sir, if you 

pleafe. -Some fay, No ; others fay, Yes ; and far 

my part, I fay both Yes aad No ; forafmuch as the in- 
congruity of che opaque humours that meet in the natu- 
ral temper of women, are the caufe that the brutal part 

will always prevail over the fenfible^ One fees that 

the inequality of their opinions depends on the black 
movement of the circle of the moon j and as the fun, 
that dart3 his rays upon the concavity of the earth, 

finds 

Char. No, I am not at all capable of changing my 
opinion. 

Sir Jaf My daughter fpeaks ! my daughter fpeaks ! 

Oh, the great power of phyfic ! Oh, the admirable 

phyfician ! How can I reward thee for fuch a fervice ! 

Greg. This diitemper has given me a moil infufferable 

deal of trouble. [Traverfing the Stage in a great heat, 

the apothecary following. 

Char. Yes, Sir, I have recover'd my fpeech ; but I 

have recover'd it to tell you, that I never will have any 

huibarid but Leander. ^Speaks with great eager nefi 9 an I 

drives Sir Jalper round the Stags. 

Sirjaf. But » 

Char. Nothing is capable to make the refolution I 
have taken. 

Sirjaf. What! 

Cha. Your rhetoric is in vain; all your difcourfei 
fignify nothing. 
Xrjtf. I— 
Vol. I. O Cfa. 
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Cha. I am determined ; and all the fathers in the 
world (hall never dblige me to marry contrary to my in- 
clinations. 

Sir Jaf. I have 

Cha. I never will Fubtnit to this tyranny; and if I 
mud not have the than I like, I'll die a maid. 

Sir Jaf. You Hull have Mr Dapper 

Cha. No ; not in any manner ; not in the leaft, not 
at all: you throw away ydur breath; you lofe your 
time : you may confine me, beat me, bruife me, deftroy 
me, kill me ; do what you will, ufe me as ybu will, but 
I never will confent ; nor all your threats, nor all your 
blows, nor all yoorr ill-ufage, never~ mall force me to 
confent. So far from giving him my heart, I never will 
give him my hand : for he is my averfion ; I hate the 
very fight of him ; I had rather fee the devil, I had ra- 
ther "touch a toad : you may make me miferable ano- 
ther way; but with him you /han't, that I'm refolvM. 

Greg, lliere, Sir, there ; I think we have brought 
her tongue to a pretty tolerable confiftency. 

S/r Jaf Confiftency, quotha ! why, there is no flop- 
ping her tongue.^ Dear doctor, I defire you would 

make hefdumb again. 

* Greg. That's impoffible, Sir ; all that I can do to 
ferve you is, I can make you deaf, if you pleafe. 

Sir Jaf. And do you think 

Cha. AH your reasoning fhall never conquer my refo- 
tetion. 

Sir Jaf. You mall marry Mr Dapper this evening. 

Cha. ML be buried flrft. 

Greg. Stay, Sir, ftay ; let me regulate this affair; ft 
i« a diltemper that poueflee her, and 1 know what re- 
medy to apply to it. 

Sir Jaf. Is it poffible, Sir, that you can cure the 
diftempcrs of the mirid ? 

Greg. Sir, I can cure any thing. Hark ye,. Mr Apo- 
thecary, you fee that the love me has for Leander is 
entirely contrary to the will of her father, and that 
there is no time to lofe, and that an' immediate remedy 
is nece'ffary. for my part, I know ofbut on* ; which 
is a dofe of purgative running-away, mitt with two 
drams of pills matrimoniac, and three large handfuls of 

the 
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the arkr viU : perhaps (he will make fame difficulty Xm 
take them ; but as you are an able apothecary, I (hall 
troft to you for the fuccefa. Go, make her walk in the 
garden ; be fure lofe no time ; to the remdy, quic k i 
to the remedy fpecific. 

[Exeunt Lewder and Charlotte* 

Sirjaf. What drugs. Sir, were thofe I heard yo* 
mention, for I don't remember I ever heard them (poke 
of before ? 

Greg. They are fome, S» r lately difcovcr'd by the * 

Royal Society. 

Sir Jaf Did you ever fee any thing eqpaj to her in- 
folencc ? 

Greg, Daughters are indeed fometimee a little to* 
headftrong. 

Sir Jaf You cannot imagine. Six, how foolishly fond 
foe is of that Leander* » 

4 G re g* The heat of bipod, Sir, cau&s that in young 
« minds. 

* Sir Jaf For my part, the moment I difcoverM the 

* violence of her paffion, I have always kept her locked up* 

* G fe g- You have done very wifely* 

1 Sir Jaf And I have prevented them from havi&g 

* the lealf communication together : for who kno\* « 

* what might have beta the coiikquence ? Who kirw 

* but (he might have taken it into her head to have iu:* 

* away with him 1 

* Greg. Very true. 

* Sir Jaf Ay, &r, Ut me aloae for governing girls ; 

* I think I have fome reafon to be vain on that head ; I 

* think I have mown the world that I undexftand a little 

* of women, I thiak I have : and let me tell you* Sir, 

* there is not a little art required. If this girl had had 
«• fome fathers, they bad not kept her out of the hand* 

* of fo vjgUaat a lover, as I have done* 

* Greg* No certainly, Sir/ 

Enter Dorcas, 
ZW. Where it this villain, this togue, tha pretended 
fhyficiaa I 

Sirjaf. Heyday! what, what, what'* the natter 

BOW? 

jftr. Ok, firah, firrah !— Could you have deftroyed 
O a yo«a 
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your wife, you villain ? Would you have been guilfcjr\<j 
murder, dog ! */rj 

Greg. Hoity toity ! What madwoman is this?*** 

Sir Jaf. Poor wretch!— *— For pity's fake cure' he 
Dodor. 

Greg, Sir, I ihall hot cure her, unlcfs fomebody give*; 

me a lee If you will give me a fee, Sir Jafper, you 

(hall fee me cure her this in ft ant. 

Dor. I'll fee you, you villain cure me ! 

♦AIR, fet by Mr Seedo. 
4 If you hope by your fkill 
4 To give Dorcas a pill, 

• You are not a deep politician : 

« Cou'd wives but be brought 
* To fwallow the draught, 

* Each huiband would be a phyftcian.' 

Enter James. 

Ja. O Sir, undone, undone f Your daughter is roit 
away with her lover Leander, who was here difguis'd 
like an apothecary — and this is the rogue of a phyfician 
who has contrived all the affair. 

Sir Jaf. How ! am I abusM m this manner t Here, 
who is there ? Bid my clerk bring pen, ink, and paper) 
I'll fend this fellow to jail immediately* 

Ja. Indeed, my good Doctor, you (land a very fair 
chance to be hang'd for flcaling an heirefs. 

Gregi Yes indeed, I believe I ihall take my degree* 
mw. 

Dor. And are they going to hang you, my dear huf* 
band? 

Greg, You fee, my dear wife. 

Dor. Had you finiih'd the fagots, it had been feme 
confolation. 
. * Greg. Leave me, or you'll break my heart. 

• Dor. N j, I'll ftay to encourage you at your death— 
* nor will I budge an inch till I've feen you hang'd. 9 
To them Leander and Charlotte. 

Lean. Behold, Sir, that Leander whom you had for- 
bid your houfe, reftores your daughter to your power, 
even when he had her in his, I will receive her, Sir, only 
at your hands. I have received letters, by which I 
hate learnt the death of an uncle, whofc Mate far ex- 

ceedi 
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E^lfefelft that of your intended fon -in-law* 

'$i,r Jfaji Sit, your virtue is beyond all eftates; afitt'E 

w you my daughter with all the pleafure in the world* 

Lean. Now my fortune makes me happy indeed, my. 

dcareft Charlotte. -And,.Do&or, Plllnake thy for- 

tune too. 

Grtgy If you would b? fo kind to make me • phyficia* 
in earneft, I Should defire no other fortune. 

Lean* Faith, Do&or, I wifh I coulido that it return? 
for your having made me an apothecary ; but I'll do a*« 
well for thee, I warrant; 

Dor, So, fo ; our phyfician, I find, has brought about 
fine matters. And is it not owing to me, firrah, that yovu 
have been a phyfician at all? 

Sir Jaf. May I beg to know whether you are a phyuV 
tian or oot^-or what the devil you. are? 

Greg. I think, Sir, after the miraculous cure you haver 
feen me perform, you have no reafon to afk whether I 
am a phyfician or no^-And for you, wife,.. I'll hence- 
forth have you behave with all deference to ay great- 
ncfs. 

Dor. Why, thou puff *d up fool, I could have made at > 
food a phyfician myfelf; the cure was owing to tW apo- 
thecary, not the doftor. 

A £ R, Wdvicbsatei th$ Parfin } &c 
When tender youug virgins look pale and complain^ 
You may fend for a dozen great da&©!6 in vain: 
All give their opinion and pocket their fees; 
Each writes her a cure, though aU mifs her difeafe;. 
Powders, drops, 
Juleps, flops, 
A cargo of poifon from phyfieal (hops* 
Though they phyiic to death the unhappy poor maidj. 

What's that to the do&or fmce he muft be paid?? 

Would you know how you may manage her right? 
Our doctor has brought you a noftrum to« night* 
Can never vary, 
Nor.mifcafry, 
If the4ov£r be but the apothecary. 
Chorus. 
Can never vary, &c. 

Q 3/ TASTED 
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PROLOGUE, 

Written byMr GARRICK, 
And fpoken by him in the chancer of an Autiimeer* 



fcEFORE this Court, I Peter Puff appear, 

A Briton born, and bred an Au&\<mtet\ 
Who/or myfelf, and eke a hundred others, 
JMy ufeful, honefi, learned, bawling brothers 
With much humility and fear implore ye, 
To lay our prefent deft? rate cafe beforoye. 

9 Its /aid this night a certain wag intends 
To laugh at us, our calling, and our friends: 
Jf lords and ladies, andfuch dainty folks, 
Are curdofaucHon-bunting hy his jokes; 
Should this odd doclrine fpread throughout the land. 
Before you buy, be fure to underftand ; 
06, think on us what various ills will flow 
When gnat ones only pur shaft what they know/ 
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Why laugh at Tasti I It is a harmlefs fajbion, 
And quite fubdues each detrimental pajion : 
The fair ones hearts will ne'er incline to man, 
While thus they rage fi r china and japan, 
*Tbe virtuofb, too, and connoiffeur, 
Are ever decent y delicate, and fur e; 
TbefmalUfi hair their locfer thoughts might hold'; 
Jmfi warm when Jingle, and 'when married cold ': 
Their blood 'at fight of beauty gently flows; . 
Their Venus wufi he old, and want a nofe ! 
No anirous pajjton with deep knowledge thrives s 
*Tis the complaint l , indeed, of all our wives/ 
*ThfuidXertil to fitch a- height is grown, 
All artist are encourage d h at our own*. - 
JBc not deceived, I here declare on oath, 
J never yet /old goods of foreign growth : 
Neerfent commijions out to Greece or Rome;- 
Afy heR antiquities are made at home, 
I've Romans, Greeks, Italians, near at band/ 
True Britons all a nd living in the Strand. - 
I ne erf or trinheU rack my pericranium, 
Tbey furnifb out my room from Hcrculancum. , 

Buthufh 

Should it be known that EngliftWr* employ 1 d,'. 
Our manufa&ure is at once defiroy'd; 
No matter what our countrymen deferve, . * 

^they'll thrive as ancients, hut as moderns fiarve ■ 
Jf wejhouldfal l to you it will be owing; 
fartwel to arts t hey're going, going, going t . 
The fatal hammer's in your 'baud, oh Town/ 
Tbenfetus up < and knock the Poet down, . 



ACT L 

Scene* A painting Room. 
Enter Carmine, followed by the Boy. 

Carmine. 

LAY thefe colours in the window, by the pallet* 
Any vifitors or meflages ? 
Boy. Squire Fell tree has been here, and infifh upon 
Mifs Racket's pi&ures being immediately, finiuVd and 

carry'd home As to his wife and children* he fays, 

yon may take your own time. 

Car. Well 

Boy. Here has been a menage too from my lady 

Pen-* 
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Pen 1 can't remember her name, bat Hi* upon tie 

Hate. She defires to kaow if you will be at home about 
noon. 

Car. Fetch it. (Exit Boy.) Wat the whole of onr 
profefiTon confined to the mere bufinefc of it, the eisw 
ployment would be pleafing as wet) as profitable i but, 
at matten are now managed, the art is the laft thing to 
be regarded* Family conne&iont,, private recommen- 
dations, and aneafy genteel method of flattering, is to. 
fupply the delicacy of a Guido, the colouring of a Ru- 
bens, and the defign of a Raphael— ~-~a0 their qualities 
centring in one man, without the ftrft reqmfitet, would 
be ufelefs ; and with tbcfe, not one of tnem is neceff 
fary* 

Enter Boy i*itb iht Slatr. 

Car. Let's fee— —Oh! lady Pentweazel from Blow- 
bladder- ftreet— Admit her by all means; and if Puff 
or Varnffh mould come, I am at home. (Exit Boy.) Lady 
Pentweazel! ha,, ha! Now here's a proof that avarice 
is not the only or lafrpaffion old age is fubjeA to.-r-— 
This fuperannuated beldame gapes for flattery like a neft 
of unftedg'd crows for food ; and with them, too, gulps 

down every thing that's offered her no matter how. 

coarfe. Well, (he (hall be fed; 111 make her my intro- 
ductory key to the whole bench of aldermen*. 
Enter Boy with Puff, 

Bdy. Mr Poff, Sir. 

Car. Let us be private* What have you there V 

Puff. Two of Rembrandt's etching, by Scrape in May's 
buildings:, a paltry affair, a poor ten-guinea job; how- 
ever, a fmall game you know the proverb What 

became^of you ycfterday ? 

Can I was detained by Sir Pofitive Bubble. How 
went the pi&ures? The Guido, what did»that fetch?. 
• Puff. One hundred and thirty. 

Car. Hum! Four guineas the frame, three the paint* 
big; then we divide juft one hundred and twenty-three. 

Puff. Hold? not altogether fofaft, Varnifli had 

two pieces for bidding againft Squander, and Bruih five 
for bringing Sir Tawdry Trifle. 

Car. Mighty well! L»ook ye, Mr Puff, if thefc people 

are 
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are eternally quartered upon us, I declare off, Sir; they 
eat up the profit. There's that's damn'd Brufti— but 
you'll find him out. I have upon his old plan given him 
copies of all the work I executed upon his recommen- 
dation; and what was the confequence? He clandeftine- 
ly fold the copies, and I have all the originals in my 
lumber-room. 

Puff. Come, come, Carmine, you are no great lofer 
by that. Ah! that lumber-room ! that lumber- room 
•ut of repair, is the bed condition'd cflate in the county 
of Middlefex. Why now there's your Sufannah, it 
could not have produced you above twenty at mod ; and 
by the addition of your lumber-room dirt, and the falu- 
tary application of the 'fpaltham-pot, it became a Guido, 
worth a hundred and thirty pounds. ' Betides, in all 
1 traffic, of this kind, there rouft be combinations.—— 

• Varnifti and Brum are our jackals, and it is but fair 
1 they mould partake of the prey. Courage, my boy ! 
4 never fear ! Praife be to folly and famion, there are, 
1 in this town, dupes enough to gratify the avarice of 

• us alt' 

Can Mr Puff, you are ignorant and fcurrflous, and 
very impertinent, Mr Puff j and, Mr Puff, I have a ftrange 
Blind to leave you to yourfelves, and then fee what a 
iiand you would make of it— Sir, if I do now and 
then add fome tints of antiquity to my pictures, I do 
it in condefcenfion to the foible of the world ; for, Sir, 
age, age, Sir, is all my pictures want to render 'em at 
good pieces as the mailers from whom they are taken : 
and let me tell you, Sir, he that took my Sufannah for 
a Guido, gave no mighty proofs of his ignorance, Mr 
Puff. 

Puff. Why, thou poft-painter, thou dauber, thou ex- 
ecrable white-walher, thou * Sirrah,' have you fo 

foon forgot the wretched date from whence I dragg'd 
you ? The firft time I fet eyes on you, « rafcal !' what 
was your occupation then ? Scribbling, in fcarce legible 
letters, Coffee, Ua % and chocolate y on a bawdy-houfe win- 
dow in Goodman's- fields. 

Car. The meannefs of my original dcmonflrates the 
greatnefs of my genius. 

Puff. Genius ! Here's a dog. Pray, how high did 

you* 
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your genius foit i To the daubing diabolical nfigds isf 
nle-houfea, dogs with chains for tanners yards, round* of 
beef and roafted Piga for Porrufee iftand* 

Car. Hannibal Sctatcki did the fame. 

Puff. From that contemptible ftate did not I raife yon 
to the Cat and Fiddle in Petti coat -lane ; the Goofe. and 
Gridiron in Paul's church- yard; the firft livt things yotr 
nver drew, * dog?' 

Car. Pox take your memory. Well, but* Mr Puff- 
yon are fo— 

Puff. Nor did I quit you then : Who, firrah, recom- 
mended you to Prim Stiff* the mercer upon Ludgate* 
hill; how came you tri draw the queen there? 

[Laud knacks at the doer. 

Car. Mr Pnff, for Heaven's fake! Dear Sir, you jure 
fo warm* we mail be blown 

Enter Boy. 

Boy. Sir* my lady Pen 

Car, Send her to the— —Show her up ftairs. Dear 
Fuff 

Puff* Oh? Sir, I can be calm ; I only wanted "to let 
you fee I had not forgot, tho' perhaps you may. 

Car. Srr, you are very obliging. Well but now as aft 
is over, it you will reUeat a fmall time*— * Lady Feflt- 
weawcl fits for her pt&we, and {he's— — 

Puff I have feme bufinefs at next door ; I fuppefc k 
half an hour's time . ■ ■ 

Car. I mail be at leifare. Dear Puff 

Pvff. Dear Carmine [Exit Puff* 

Car. Son of a whore— Boy, (how the lady up ftairs. 
Enter Lady Pentweaxei. 

L Pen. Fine pieces ! — very likely pieces ! And, ia- 
deed, all alike. Hum ! Lady Fuffock— and, ha, ha, hat: 
Lady Ghimftead, by all that'* ugly — Pray now, Mr Car- 
mine, bow do you limners contrive to overlook the ug- 
linefs and yet preferve the hkenefs? 

Car. The art* Madam, may be convey'd in two words: 
where nature has been fevcre,. we (often ; where me has. 
been kind, we aggravate. 

L fex. Very ingenus, and Tery ldnd» truly. Well* 
good Sir* I bring you 4 fubjtcX that wiU demand the 

w*ok 
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*feole rf tke firft part of your fkillj and, if ym art at 
lerfisre, you may begin dire&ry. 

Car. Your tadyfhip » here a IktW ungrateful to na- 
tare, and cruel to yourfelf ; even lady Fentwcaul's en*- 
mie* (if fucii there be} muft aHew (he is a Sue w»* 
mart. 

X Ar*. Oh! your fenratft, good Sir. Why, I hate 
bad my day, Mr Carmine; 1 have had my day. 

Car. And hare ftill, Madam. The only differtact I 
ftiall make between what you were, and what you are* 
will be no more thaa what Ruben* has diftrnguimed be- 
tween Mary de Medicis a virgin and a regent* 

Xr Pen. Mr Carmine, I vow you arc a very judiciona 
perfon, I was always {aid to be like that family. When 
my piece was frrft done, the limner did me after Venus 
de Medicis, * which,' I fuppofc, might be one of Mary** 
* fitters:' but things muft change % to be fitting for my 
picture at this time of day; ha, ha!— »But my daughter 
Sukey, you muft know, n juft married to Mr Deputy 
Dripping, of Candlewick-ward, -and would not be faid 
nay ; fo it is not fo much for the beauty, as the nmQi* 
tudc. Ha, ha! 

Car. True, Madam ; ha, hi! But if I hit the like* 
nefs, I muft preferve the beauty.— -Will your ladyship be 
feated? [She Jits. 

L Pen* I have heard, good Sir, that every body has a 
more betterer and more worferer fide of the face than the 
otber— now which will you choofe? 

Car. The right-fide, Madam— the left— now, if you 
pleaie, the ftrll— Your ladyfhip's eountenanoe is io ex* 
a&ly proportion'd, that I muft have it all \ no feature 
can be fpar'd. 

L Pen. When you come to the eyes, Mr Carmine, let 
me know, that I may call up a look* 

Car. Mighty well, Madam— -your face a little nearer 
to the left, nearer me— your head more up— {boulders 
baek— aad cheft forward* 

L Pen. Blcfs me, Mr Carmine, don't mind my fhape 
tfcis boot; for I'm only in jumps.— Shall I fend for my 
tabbies? 

Car* Mo, Madam, wc*H ftrpply that for the prefent 
~*-Yeur lady&ip was juft -now metttiomag a daughter- 
It 
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If (be— your face a little more towards me — Is me tbe . 
Cole inheritor of her mother'^ beauty? Or—have you— 

L Pen. That? Ha, ha, ha 1 .— Why that's my young- 
eft of all, except Caleb. I hare had, Mr Carmine, live- 
torn and chriften'd—ftay— -don't let me lie now — One 

— two — three — four—five € then I lay fallow 

' but the year after I had twins they .came in Mr 

' Pentweazel's (herifiPalty^ then Roger, then Robin, then 

• Reuben ' in fliort, I have had twenty as fine babes 

as ever trod ia fhoe of leather. - 

Car. Upon my word, Madam, your lady (hip is an ad- 
mirable member of the commonwealth ; 'tis a thoufaod 
pities that, like the Romans, we have not fome honours 
to reward fuch diftinguiftVd merit. 

L Pen. Ay, ay, Mr Carmine, if breeding amongft 
Chriftians was as much encouraged as amongft dogs and 
horfes, we need not be making laws to let in a parcel of 
outlandifh locufts to eat us all up. 

Car. lam told, Madam, that a till for fome fuch pur- 
pofe is about to pafs, ' and that we begin now to have 
•* almoft as much regard Cor tjie propagation of the fpe- 
1 cies, as the prefervation of the game in thefe kingdoms' 
—Now, Madam, I am come to the eyes— Oh 1 — that 
litok, that, that, I mud defpair of imitating. 

L Pen. Oh! oh! good Sir, have you found out that? 
Why. all my family by the mother's fide were famous 
for their eyes : I have a great aunt among the beauties 
at Windfor ; (he has a filler at Hampton-court, a per- 
digiou8 fine woman— (he had- but one eye, indeed, but 
that was a piercer; that one eye got her three hufbands 
— we were called the gimlet -ey'd family. Obi Mr Car- 
mine, you need not mind thefe heats ia my face ; they 
always difcharge themfelves about Chriitmas — my true 
carnation w not feen in my countenance. That's car* 
nation ! Here's your flefh and blood. 

^Showing her arm. 

Car. Delicate, indeed! finely turn'd, and of a charm- 
ing colour! 

L Pen. And yet it has been employ'd enough to 
fooil the beft hand and arm in the world Even be- 
fore marriage never idle ; none of your galloping, gof- 
iiping, Ranelagh romps, like the forward minxes of the 
3 prefent 
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prcfcnt age. I was always employ 9 4 either in painting 
your lamikips, playing upon the hafpicols, making pafte* 
or fomething or other — —All our family had a geno 5 
and then I fung! Every body faid I had a monftrous fine 
voice for mufic. - 

Car. That may be difcern'd by your ladyfliip's tone* 
in conversation. 

L Pen. Tone9— you are right, Mr Carmine ; that 
was Mr Purccl's word. Mifs Molly Gri&in, fays he* 
(my maiden name), you have tones. 

Car. As your ladyfhip has preferred every thing elfe 
fo well, I dare fwear you have not loft your voice. Will 
you favour me with an air? 
L Pen. Oh ! Sir, you are fo polite, that it's impof- 

fible But 1 have none of your new playhoufe fongs 

I can give you one that was made oa myfelf by 
Laurence L.utcftring, a neighbour's fon. 
Car* What you pleafe, Madam. 
L Pen. (Sings.) 

As 1 was walking by the fide of a river, 
I met a young damfel fo charming and clever} 
Her voice to pleafe it could not fail, 
She fung like any nightingale. 

Fal, de, rol; hugh, hugh, &c, 
Bkfs me I I have fuch a cough ; but there are tones. ' 
Car. Inimitable ones. 
L Pen. But, Mr Carmine, you limners are all ingcnus 

men you fiog. 

Car. A ballad, or fo, Madam ; mufic is a fifter-art; 
and it would be a little unnatural not to cultivate an ac- 
quaintance there. 

L Pen. Why truly, we ought not to be afhamed of 
our relations, unlefs they are poor ; and then, you 
know ■ 

Enter Boy. 

Boy. Alderman Pentwcaztl, and Mr Puff. 

L Pen. Oh ! he was to call upon me ; we go to the 

auction. Defire him to walk up — Mr Pentweazel, you 

mufl know, went this morning to meet Caleb, my 

youngeft boy, at the Bull and Gate. The child has 

been two years and three quarters at fchool, with Dr 

Jerk, near Doncaiter, and comes to-day by the York 

Vol. I. F' waggon: 
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waggon : for it has always been my maxum, Mr Car* 
mine, to give my children learning enough ; for, as the 
old faying is, 

When houfe and land are gone and fpent, 
Then learning is mdft excellent. 

Car. Your ladyfhip is quite right. Too much money 
cannot be employed in fo material an article. 

I. Pen. Nay, the coft is but fmall; but poor ten 

pounds a-year, for head, back, books, bed, and belly"; 

and they fay the children are all wonderful Latiners, 

and come up, lack -a -day, they come up as fat as pigs. 

■ - Oh 1 here they are ; — odds me ! he's a thumptr. 

You fee, Mr Carmine, 1 breed no ftarvelings. Come 

hither, child. — Mind your haviours. Where's your bed 

bow ? Turn out your toes. One would think he had 

learnt to dance of Jbis father. I'm fure my family were 

none fo aukward. There was my brother George, a 

perfect picture of a man ; he danc'd, lud! — But come^ 
all in good time Hold up thy head, Caleb. * 

Aid. Pr'ythee, fweet honey, let the child alone. His 
mailer fays, he comes on wonderful in his learning; and 
as to your bows and your congees, never fear, he'll learn 
them fail enough at home. 

L Pen. JLack-a-day ! well faid We now If 

he does, I know who muft teach him. Well, child, and 
doil remember me? Hey? Who am I? 

Caleb. Anon? 

L Pen. Doll know me? 

Caleb. Yes; you be mother, 

L Pen. Nay, the boy had always a good memory. 
And what haft learnt, Caleb, hey ? 

Caleb. I be got into iEfop's Fables, and can fay all 
-As in prafenti by heart* 

L Pen. Upon my word — that's more than ever thy 
father could, 

Aid. Nay, nay, no time has been loft ; I queftion'd 
the lad as we came along; I afk'd him himfclf 

L Pen. Weil, well ; fpeak when you are fpoken to, 
Mr Aiderma-n. How often muft I — Well, Caleb, and 
hadft a good deal of company in the waggon, boy ? 

Caleb. O la! powers of company, mother. There 
Was Lord Gorman's fat cook, a blackamore drumming ' 

man, 
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man, two a&or people, a recruiting fcrjeant, a monkey, 
and I. 

L. Pen. Upon my word, a pretty parcel. 

Caleb. Yes, indeed ; but the the fat cook got 

drunk at Coventry, and fo fell out at the tail of the 
waggon ; to we left me behind. The next day the fer- 
jeant ran away with the (bowman's wife ; the t'other 
two went after ; fo only the monkey and I came to 
town together. 

Car. Upon my word, the young gentleman gives a, 
good account of his travels. 

L Pen. Ay, ay, Mr Carmirte, he's all over the blood 
of the Grifkins. I warrant the child will make his way. 
Go, Caleb, go and look at them pretty paintings—— 
Now, Mr Carmine, let us fee if my goodman can find- 
roe out. 

Aid. Lack-a-day :— well, I profefs they are all fa 
handfome, that I am puzzled to know which is thine, 
chuck. 

Puff. I am furprifed at your want of difecrnment, Mfc 
Alderman 1 ; but the poffeflion of a jewel deitroys its va- 
lue with the wearer : now to me it feems impoffible to 
err ; and though Mr Carmine is generally fuccefsful, ia 
this inftance he is particularly happy. Where can you 
meet with that mixture of fire and foftnefs, but in the. 
eyes of Lady Pentweazel ? " 

L Pen. Oh, Sir ! 

Puff. That clearnefs and delicacy of complexion, with, 
that flow of ruddinefs and health. 

LPen. Sir! Sir! Sir! 

Puff. That fall of flioulders, turn of neck f fet-on 
head, full cheft, taper waift, plump—— 

L Pen. Spare me, fweet Sir!— You fee, Mr Pent- 
weazel, other people dan find out my charms, though 

you overlook them Well, I profefs, Sir, you arc a 

gentleman of great difcernment : and, if bufinefs mould 
bring you into the city ; for, alas ! what pleafure can 
bring a man of your refined taftc there!—— 

Puff. Oh! Ma'am! 

L Pen. I fay, Sir, if fuch ai accident mould happen, 
and Blowbladdjer-ftreet has any charms— 

Puff. Oh J Ma'am! Ma'am! Ma'am! Ma'am! 

?2 LP cm 



I7» TASTE. 

L Pen. It Ts not impoffible but we may receive yon* 
though not equal to your merits 

Puff. Ma'am! 

L Pen Yet tn fuch a manner as to (how our fenfe of 
thent Sir, I'm your very obedient. 

Puff Your ladyfhip's moft 

LPen. Not a ftep. 

Puff. Ma'am . , 

L Pen. Sir Mr Alderman, your bow to the gen- 
tleman. The very fiueft. 

Puff. Ma'am! 

L Pen. Sir your moft obedient. 

Puff. Your devoted. \Exeunt Alder, and Wife. 

Car. Ha! ha I Well faid. Puff. What a calamity 
liaft thou drawn upon the knight ! Thou haft fo tickled 
the vanity of the harradan, that the poor helpmate will 
experience a double pbition of her contempt. 

'Puff. Rot them. 

1 Car. Come, Puff* a matrimonial affiftant to a rich 

* alderman is no contemptible employment. 

• Puff. Ay, if it were a fin ecu re. 

• Car. No, that you muft not expeft; but unlefs I 

• am greatly miftaken in the language of the eyes, her 

♦ ladyfhip's were addreifed to you with moft perfuaftve 

• tendernefs 

Puff « WcB, of that hereafter ' But to our bu- 

Unefs. The auction is about beginning; and I had 
promifed to meet Mr David Dufledorpe, Sir Pofitive 
Bubble, and Lord Dupe, to examine the pictures, and 
fix on thofe for which they are to' bid But fince, 
we have fettled the German plan ; fo Varnifh or Brufll 
muft attend them. 

Car. Oh] by all means purfue that. ' You have no 
g conception how dear the foreign accent is to your true 

* virtu ofo ; it announces tafte, knowledge, veracity, and 

* in (hort every . thing * But can you enough dif- 

guife the turn of your face, and tone of your voice ? A 
difcovery of Mr Puff in Mynheer Groningen blafts us at 
©nee. 

Puff. Never fear me. I wifh you may have equal fuc- 
cefs in the part of Canto. 

Car* Fho t mine's a trifle, A man muft have very 

S*d*r 
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(lender abilities indeed, who can't for ten minutes imi- 
tate a language and deportment that he has been witnefs* 
to for ten years. 

Puff. i But you mud get their tones* their tones} 'tis 
1 eafy enough. Come, hand up here that there Corre- 

* gfo; an inimitable piece, gentlemen and ladies r the 
1 very bed work of the beft mafter ; fubjeft agreeable* 

* highly finifhed, and well preferved ; a feat for the la* 

* dies j hand it to Sir Pofitive ; a-going for fifty: Joy 
1 to your ladyftiip : Come, the next. But remember* 
let your bob be bufhy, and your bow low* 

Car. Enough, enough ; we are ftrangers to each other^ 
you know* 

Puff. Abfolute* Oh ! but what pi&ures of yours are 
in the fale ? 

Car* There's my Holy Family, by Raphael; the Mar- 
riage in Cana, by Reuben Rouge ; Tom Jackfon's Te- 
nders; and for bulls, Taylor's head without a nofc from 
Herculahcura. 

Puff. Are the antique feals come home? 

Car. No; but they will be finifh'd by next week* 

Puff. You. mull: take care of Novice's colle&ion of me> 
dais — he'll want them by the end of the month. 

Car. The coins of the firfl; emperors are now ftceping 
in copperas; and I have an Otho, a Galba, a Nero, and 
two Domit i an s, reeking fiom the dunghill. — —The reft 
we can have from Dr Mummy ;, a never- failing chap> 
you know. 

Puff. Adieu. 

Car. Yours, Sir A troublefbme fellow, this 

confounded memory-— — ufeful, tho' Rounds of beef 

and roafted pigs!— Muft get rid of him ■ Ay, but 
when ?— - Why* when — wlien I have gain'd my point* 
; But how, how then ? Oh,, then it does not fignify 
iwo pence. 
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ACT It 

Scene, AuQkn-room% 

Mnter Puff *# Monfieur Baron de Groningen, Carmine 
as Canto,, and Brufh. 

Car, /**OME* buftlc, buftlc* Brufh, you introduce 
^-* Puff. Puff, how arc you- ii* your Ger- 



man 
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Puff. I canno fpeak for Englandt, but I can mak un« 
derftand very mightily. "Will that do? 

Brufh. To a hair. Remember you arc come hither 
to purchafe picture* for the elector of Bavaria. Car- 
mine, you. mufc clap lord Dupe's coat of arms on that 
half-length of Erafmus ; I have fold it him. as his great- 
grandfather's third brother for fifty guineas. 

Car. It (hall be done Be it my province to efta- 

blifh the baron's reputation as a connoiffeur. Brufh 

has feen you abroad at the court of the reigning prince 
of Blantin. 

Puff. Yes j I was do bufinefs mightily for prince Blan- 
tin. 

Brufh. Your portraits go firft, Carmine. Novice, Sir 
Pofitive Bubble, Jack Squander, Lord Dupe, and Mor- 
decai Lazarus the Jew broker, have appointed me to ex- 
amine with them the hiliory- pieces. Which are moft 

likely to flick? 

Car. Here's a lift. 

Brufh. Hufh! hide the Erafmus; I hear the company 
on the ftairs. [&*** Carmine, and re-enters anon. 

Enter Lord Dupe, Bubble, Squander, fcfc. 

L Dupe. Mr Brufh, I am your devoted fervant. You 
have procured my anceftor. 

Brufh. It is in my pofieffion, my lord; and I have the 
honour to affure your lordfhip,' that the family -features 
are very difcernible ; and allowing for the difference of 
drefs, there's^ ftrong likenefs between you and yourpre- 
deceffor. 

L Dupe. Sir, you have oblig'd me. All thefe you have 
mark'd in the catalogue are originals? 
' Brufh. Undoubted. But, my lord, you need not de- 
' pend 
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pend folely on my judgment : here's Mynheer Baron de 
Groningen, who is come hither to furvey, and purcHafe 
lor the elector of Bavaria; an indifputable connohTeur: 
bis bidding will be a direction for your lordfliip. « 'Tis 
' a thoufand pities that any of thefe mailers fhould quit 
4 England. They were conduced hither at an immenfe 
4 expence ; and if they now leave us, what will it be but 

* a public declaration, that all tafte and liberal knowledge 

* is vaniih'd from amongft us? 

X Dupe. *■ Sir— leave the fupport of the national credit 

* to my care.' — Could you introduce me to Mynheer?—* 
Does he fpeak Englifh? 

Brufh- Not fluently, but fo- as to be underftood. Myn- 
beer, Lord Dupe — the patron of arts, the Fetronius for 
tafte, and for well-timed generofity the Leo— and the 
Maecenas — of the prefent age, defires to know you. 

Puff* Sir, you: honour me very mightily. J wa* hear, 
of Lord Dupes in Hollands I was tell he was one de- 
Iatant, one curieufc, one precieufe of his country. 

L Dupe. The Dutch are an obliging, civilized, well* 
fered, ' pretty' kind of people. But pray, Sir, what oc^ 
caiions us the honour of a vifit from you? " 

Puff. 1 was come- to bid for paints for de elector of 
Bavaria. 

L Dupe. Are there any here that deferve your atten- 
tion ? * 

Puff, Q, dare are good pieces; but dare is one I likes 
mightily; de off* iky, and home-track is fine, and de ma* 
fter is in it. 

L Dupe. What is the fubjeft? 

Puff. Dat I know not ; vat I minds, vat you call the 
draws and the colours*. 

L Dupe. Mr Canto, what is the fubjeft? 

Car. It is, my Lord, St Anthony of Padua exorci- 
fing the devil out of a ram -cat : it has a companion 

foraewhere oh, here !— which is the fame faint in a 

wildernefs, reading his breviary by the light of a glow- 
worm. 

Brujh. Invaluable pi&ures both.^ and will match your 
lordfhip's Corregio in the faloon. 

L Dupe. I'll have them. What pictures are thofe, Mr 
Canto? 

Cam. 
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Car. They arc not in the fale; but I fancy I coal J 
procure them for your lordfhip. 

L Dupe. This, I pre fume, might have been a land- 
fkip 5 but the water, and the men, and the tree*, and 
the dogs, and the ducks, and the pigs, they are all ob- 
literated, all gone. 

Brujb. An indifpu table mark of its antiquity ; Its 
very merit; betides, a little varnifh will fetch the figure* 
again. 

L Dupe. Set Jt down for me The next. 

Car. That is a Mofes in the bulrufhes. The blended 
joy and grief in the figure of the fifter in the corner, the 
diftrefs and anxiety of the mother here, and the beauty 
and benevolence of Pharaoh's daughter, are circumilances 
happily imagined, and boldly, exprefs'd. 

Brujh. Lack-a-day, 'tis but a modern peiformanct \ 
.the maftcr is alive, and an Englifhman* 

L Dupe. Oh, then I would not give it houfe-room. 

Puff. Here is a pretty piece I find ftick up hae in dc 
corner : I was fee in Holland, at Loo* a piece mighty 
like ; there was little mices, that was nibble, nibbla, 
nibble, upon vat you call frumage, and little fhureh all 
vit brum tails ran up de trees ; and there was great 

things, vat you call pfha, that have long beait*, and 

cry Ba. 

Brujh. Whatf goats? 

Puff Ay, dat was de name. * 

JL Dupe. I fhould think, by the cheefe and the goats, 
Mynheer, yours was a Welfh piece inftead of a Dutch., 

Puff. Ah, 'twas good piece. I wiih to my heart Lord 
Dupes was have that piece. 

Enter Novice. 

Nov. Where's Mr Brufli ? My dear Brum, am I too 
kte? 

Brtifl}* In pretty good time. 

Nov* May 1 lofe my Otho, or be tumbled from my 
phaeton the firft time I jehup my forrels, if I have not 
made more hafte than a young furgeon to his firft la- 
bour. But the lots, the lots, my dear Brufli,. what are 
they? I'm upon the rack of impatience till I fee them* 
and in a fevet of defire till I poflefs them. 

Brujh. Mr Canto, the gentleman would be glad to 

fee 
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fee the bafts, medals, and precious relics, of Greece and 
ancient Rome. 

Car. Perhaps, Sir, we may (how him fomething of 

greater antiquity Bring them forward The firft 

lot confifts of a hand without an arm, the firft joint of 
the forefinger gone, fuppofed to be a limb of the A- 

pollo Delphos The fecond, half a foot, with the 

toes entire, of the Juno Lucina The third, the Ca- 

duceus of the Mercurius Infemalis— The fourth, the 
half of the leg of the infant Heicules— -AH indifputable 
antiques, and of the Memphian marble. 

Puff* Let me fee Juno'r half- foot. All the toes en- 
tire? 

Car. All. 

Puff. Here is a tittle fwelt by this toe, dat looks bad 
proportion. 

AH. Hey, hey! 

Puff. What's dat i 

Car. That ! Pttia 1 that ! Why, that's only a com. 

All. Oh J 

Puff. Corn ! dat was extreme natural; dat is flne$ 
it maifter is in it. 

AIL Very fine ! invaluable ! 

Puff* Where is de Hercules' calf? Upon my word* 
'tis a very large calf; big, big, big, allde way up, alt 
de way down. 

L Dupe. I believe this Hercules was an Irifltmau. 

Nov. But where are your bulls? Here, here, gen- 
tlemen, here's a curiofity ! a medal of Oriuna ; got for 
me by Do&or Mummy; the only one in the vifible 
world ; there may be fomc under ground. 

L Dupe. Fine indeed ! Will you permit me to tafte 
it t It has the reliffi. [Ail tafte. 

Nov. The rclifh ! Zooks, it coft me a hundred gui- 
neas. 

Puff. By gar, it is a dear bit, tho\ 

Nov. So you may think ; but three times the money 
fiiould not purchafe it. 

L Dupe. Pray, Sir, wbofe bull is it that dignifies this 
coin > 

Nov. The empref§ Oriuna, my Lord. 

LDupe^ 
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L Dupe. And who, Sir, might flie be? I don't re* 
collect to have heard of the lady before. 

Nov. She, my Lord ? Oh, (he was a kind of a what- 
d'ye-call-em — a fort of a queen, or wife, or fomething 
or other to fomebody that liv'd a damn'd while ago— 
Mummy told me the whole ftory ; but, before gad, I've 
forgot it. But come, the buds. 

Car. Bring forward the head from Herculancunu 
Npw, gentlemen, here is a jewel* 

AIL Ay, ay, let's fee. 

Car. 'Tis nob entire, though. 

Nov. So much the better. 

Car. Right, Sir—the very mutilations of this piece? 
are worth all the moll perfect performances of modern 

artifts. Now, gentlemen, here's a touchftone for your 

talte! ^ _ 

AIL Great ! great indeed ! 

Nov. Great ! amazing! divine! ' Oh, let me embrace 
the dear difmember'd bull ! A little farther off. l»'m 
ravim'd! I'm tranfported! What an attitude! But then 
the locks ! How I adore the fimplicity of the ancients ! 
How unlike the prefent, priggiih, crop-eai'd puppets! 
How gracefully they fall. all ado wn the cheek! io de- 
cent, and fo grave* and — Who the devil do you think 
it is, Brum ? Is it a man or a woman ? 

Car. The connoifleurs differ. Some .will have it to 
be the Jupfter Tonans of Phidias, and others the Venus 
of Paphos from Praxiteles : but I don't think it fierce 
enough for the firft, nor handfome enough for the la(L 

Nov. Yes, handfome enough. 

AIL Very handfome ; handfome enough. 

Car. Not quite — therefore I am inclined to join with 
Signor Julio de Pampedillo* who, in a treatife dedica- 
ted to the king of the Two Sicilies, calls it the Serapis 
of the Egyptians ; and fuppofes it to have been fabrica- 
ted about eleven hundred and three years before the 
•Mofaic account of the creation. 

Nov. Prodigious ! and 1 dare fwear true. 

AIL Oh ! true, very true. 

Puff. Upon my honour, 'tis a very fine buft ; but 
where is de nofe ? 

Nws The nofe ; what care I for the nofe I Where 

i$ 
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is de nofc ? Why, Sir, if it had a nofe, I would not 

give fixpence for it How the devil ftiould wc diftin- 

guifh the works of the ancients, if they were perfe& ? 
— The nofe indeed ! Why, I don't fuppofe now, but, 
barring the nofe, Roubiliac could cut as good a head 

every whit Brufh, who is this man with his nofe ? 

The fellow fhould know fomething of fomething too, 
for he fpeaks broken Englifh. 

Brufh. It is Mynheer Groningen, a great connoiffeur 
in painting. 

Nov. That may be ; but as to fculpture, I am his very 
humble fcrvant. A man mult know damn'd little of fta- 
tuarv, that diflikes a buft for want„of a nofe. 

Car. Right, Sir— The nofe itfelf, without the head, 
nay, in another's poffelfion, would be an eltate— — But 
here are behind, gentlemen and ladies, an equeftrian Ita- 
tue of Marcus Aurelius without the horfe, and a com* 
pltte ilatue of the emperor Trajan with only the head 
and legs miffing ; both from Herculaneum. — This way, 
gentlemen and ladies. 

Enter Lady Pentweazel, Alderman, and Caleb. 

L Pen. Now, Mr Pentweazel, let us have none of 
your Blowbladder breeding. Remember you are at the 
court-end of the town. This is a quality- auction. 

Aid. Where of courfe nothing is fold that is ufeful~- 
I am tutor'd, fvvcet honey. 

L Pen. Caleb, keep behind, and don't be meddling. 
Sir [To Brufh. 

Brttjh. Your pleafure, Ma'am ? 

L Pen. 1 fhould be glad you would inform me if 
there are any lots of very fine old China. I find the 
quality are grown infinitely fond of it; and I am willing 
to (how the world that we in the city have tafte. 

Brujh. 'Tis a laudable refolution, Ma'am ; and, I 

dare fay, Mr Canto can fupply — Blefs me ! what's that? 

("Caleb throws doivn a Mna-di/h* 

L. Pen. That boy, I fuppofe ! Well, if the mifchie- 
vous brat has not broke a — and look how he (lands — 
Sirrah, fir rah, did I not bid you not meddle-— Leave 
fucking your thumbs. What, I fuppofe you learnt that 
trick of your friend the monkey in the waggon \ 

Cat. Indeed I did not go to do it, mother. * 

AU. 
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Aid. Pr*ytfeee, fweet 4ioney, don't be fo paffioaate. 
What's done can't be undone* The loft is not great j 
come, come. 

Brufh. Mr Alderman is in the right The affair ii 
a trifle ; but a twenty guinea job. 

L Pen. Twenty guineas! You mould have twenty 
of my teeth a o 

Car. You mean if you had them ■ Your iadyfhip 
does not know the value of that piece of China. It it 
the right old Japan of the pea -green kind. Lady Man- 
darin offev'd me, if I could match it, fourfcore guineas 
for the pair. 

L Dupe. A fine rjiece, indeed! 
Puff. 'Tisverfine! 

Caleb. Indeed, father, I did not break it. 'Twas 

crack'd in the middle, and fo fell a- two in my hand. 
L Pen. What ! was it crack'd ? 
Caleb. Yes, indeed, mother. 
L Pen. 1 here, gentlemen ! 

L Dupe. Ma'am, I would willidgly fet you .right in 
this affair: — you don't feem acquainted with thefe kinds 
of things ; therefore, I have the honour to tell you, that 
the crack in the middle is a mark of its antiquity, and 
enhances its value ; and thefe gentlemen are, i dare fay, 
of the fame opinion. 
AIL Oh, entirely. 

L Pen. You are all of a gang, I think. A broken 
piece of china better than a whole one! 

L Dupe. Ma'am, I never difpute with a lady ; but this 
gentleman has taAe; he is a foreigner, and fo can't be 
thought prejudiced ; refer it to him: the day grows late, 
and 1 want the auction to begin. 

Aid. Sweet honey, leave it to the gentleman. 
L Pen. Well, Sir. 

Puff. Madam, I love to ferve de lady. 'Tis a verfinc 
piece of china. I was fee fuch another piece fell at Am- 
fterdam for a hundred ducats, ■ ' Tis ver well worth 
twenty guinea. 

Caleb. Mother!— father! never ftir if that gentleman 

be n't the fame that we fee'd at the painting -man's, that 

was fo zivil to mother; only he has got a black wig on, 

i and 
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wkI Jpeaks otttlandiik. I'll be fur enough if It ea't a 
May-game. 

Z /»«.- Hey! let rae die but the boy's in the right. 
My deaf, as I'm alive, Mr Puff, that we few at tb* 
limner's. I told you be was a more cleverer man than 
I ever faw. Caleb is right; fome matter of merriment* 
I warrant. 

Puff. I with it was* (Afide.) I no underftand. 

Car. So, Mr Puff, you are caught. [Afide^ 

L Dupe. Thfs is a raoft unfortunate old lady.——* 
Ma'am, you are here under another miftake. This if 
Mynheer Baron de— - 

L.Pen. Mynheer Figs-end. Can't I believe my own 

eyes ? What! do you think be<;aufe we lire in the 

city, we can't fee? 

Nov> Fire me, my Lord, there may be more in this 
than we can guefs. Its worth examining into. Come* 
Sir, if you are Mynheer, who the devil knows you i 

Puff. I was know Mr Canto mightily. 

Nov. Mr Canto, do you know this Baron? 

Car. I fee the dog will be dete&ed, and now is mf 
time to be even with him for his rounds of beef and 
roailtng pigs. {Afide.)——\ can't fay I ever faw the 
gentleman before. 

Nov. Oh, oh! 

L Dupe. The fellow is an impoftor; a palpable cheat. 
Sir, 1 think you came from the Rhine ;— —pray* how 
Ihould you like walking into the Thames? 

Nov. Or what think you, my Lord? The rafcal com* 
jriain'd but now that the bull wanted a nofe ;— fuppofe 
we were to fupply the deficiency with his? 

LDupe. ButjulUce, Mr Novice. 

Car. Great rafcal, indeed, gentlemen !— If roguef 
of this ftamp get once a footing in tHefe affemblies, a- 
dieu to all moral honefty* 1 think an example mould be 

made of him. But, were I to advife, he is a properer 

fubje& for the rabble to handle than the prefent com* 
pany. 

All. Away with him. 

Puff. Hands off. If I muft fuffer, it (hall not be 

fingly. Here is the obfequious Mr Brum, and the very 
courtly Mr Canto, fhall be the partners of my dlftref* 

Vol. L Q^ Kuow 
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Kabw then, we all are rogues, if the taking advantage 
of the abfurdities and follies of mankind can be call'd 
roguery. I own I have been a cheat, and I glory in it. 
But what point will you virtuofi, you connoilleurs, gain 
fey the detection? Will not the publifhitig of our crimes 
trumpet forth your folly ? 

L Dupe* Matchlefs impudence! 

Puff. My noble lord here, the dilletanti, the curieu, 
the precieu of this nation ! what infinite glory will he 
mcquire from this ftory, that the Leo, the Maecenas, the 
Petronius, notwithftanding his exquifite tafte, has been 
drawn in to purchafe, at an immenfe expertce, a cart- 
load of — rubbiih ! 

L Dupe. Gentlemen and ladies — I have the honour to 
take my leave. 

. Puff. Your Lordftiip's moil obedient — When (hall I 
lend you your Corregio, your St Anthony of Padua, your 
Ram Cat, my good lord? 

L Dupe. Rafcal! # [Exit. 

Nov. This won't do, Sir. — Though my lord has not 
spirit enough, damn me if I quit you. 

Puff. What, my fprightly fquire ! Pray favour me 
with a fight of your Oriuna. — It has the felifli ; an in- 
difputable antique ; being a Briilol farthing, cbin'd by 
a foap-boiler to pay his journeymen in the fcarcky of 
ca(h, and purchafed for twopence of a travelling tinker 
by, Sir, your humble fervant, Timothy Puff. Ha, ba, 
ha! 

• Nov. My Oriuna a Briftol farthing ! 
. Puff. Moft affuredly. 

Nov. I'll be reveng'd. [Going. 

Puff. Stay, flay, and take your buft, my fweet fquire; 

?rour Serapis. Two heads, they fay, are better than one; 
ay thrm together. But the locks! how gracefully they 
fall all adown? fo decent, and fo— ha, ha, ha! 
Nov* Confound you! 

Puff. Why, Sir, if it had a nofe, I would not give fix- 
pence for it. Pray, how many years before the crea- 
tion was it fabricated, fquiFe? 

Nov. I (hall live to fee you hangM, you dog. [Exit. 

Puff. Nay, but, fquire; ha, ha, ha! Now, Ma- 

(km* to your ladyflup I come ; to whofe difcernment, 

aided 
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aided by the fagacity of your fon Caleb, I owe nay dif- 
covery. ' 

Aid. Look you, don't think to abUfe my lady. I am 
one of the — : — 

Puff. Quorum 1 know it, Mr Alderman ; but I 

mean to ferve your worihip, by humbling a little the va- 
nity of your wife. ' 

L Pen. Come along, chuck. I'll not day to hear the 
rafcality of the fellow. 

Puff. Oh, my lady Pent*wazel> correct the feverity 
of that frown, left you fhould have more of the Medufa 
than the Medicis in your face. 

L Pen. Saucy jackanapes! 

Puff. What, then, I have quite loft my city acquaint* 
ance; why, I've promifed all my friends tickets for my 
lord mayor's ball through your ladymip's intereft. 

L Pen. My intereft, indeed, for fuch a— 

Puff. If Blowbladder-ftrect has any charms— Sir- 
Ma'am — not a ftep — The fineft gentleman! ha, ha, ha! 
—And what can you fay for yourfelf, you cowardly 
ill-looking rafcal? (to Carmine.) Deiert your friend at tfife 

firft pinch — your ally — your partner! No apology, 

Sir— 1 have done with you. From poverty and fharae I 
took you; to that I reftore you. • Your crime be your 
• punimment.' (Turning to the audience.) Could I be aft 
fecure from the cenfure of this afiembry, as I am fafe 
from the refentment of Dupe, Novice, Squander, from 
the alluring baits of my amorous city lady, and the dan- 
gerous combination of my falfe friend, I mould be^hap- 

py- 

*Tis from your fentence I expeA my fate j 
Your voice alone my triumph can complete. 
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m'ffJSN'Jjrfi, in falling Greeds roil bour % 

Ambition aim d at univerfal AwV; 
Wben tbeferce man ofMtuttkn began 
Of a new monarchy to form ibe^ flan; 
£acb Greek——(asfam y dDemiflhenes relates) 
Politically mad! ivoud rave of fates / x 

dind helped to form , -where* er the mob could meet, 
4» dreofagus in *t?ryfreet* 
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What news, what news ? was their tternal cry 

Is Philip ftck*/ then foard their Spirits high; 

Philip is well/ » dejtclion in each eye, 
Athenian coblers join'd in deep debate. 
While gold infecret undermin'dthejfate; 
Till Wifdom's bird the vulture* s prey was made 9 
And tbefword gleam din Academus* Jhade. 

Now modern. Philips threaten this our land, 

What fay Britannia s Jons 7 along the Strand" 

What nevus T ye cry with the fame pajjion fruit f 

And there at leafl you rival Attic wit. 

A parliament of porters bereJbaUmufe 

OnJ}ate-affairs—"fwall'wing a taylor*s new*:" 

pjtr ways-am/ means no flared projeStor fleeps f 

And ev'ryfbopfbme mighty fiatefman keeps: 

He Britain's foes, like BobaaV,eau kill; 

Supply tb* Exchequer, and neglefh his till. 

In ev ry ale-boufi legiflators meet ; 

And patriots fettle kingdoms in the Fleet, . 

Tojbow this phrenxy in its genuine ljgtt+ 
A modern new/monger appears to night: 
Trick *d out from Addifon' s aceomplijh' d page % 
Behold! tb' Upholfterer afcends the Jf age. 

No minijkrfutb trials e'er both flood; 
He turns a bankrapt/or the public good 7 
Undone himfdf, yet full of England's glory I 
A politician ! neither Whig nor Tory. 
Nor can ye High or Low the Quixote call ; 
* Hi's knight 0' th"fbire, and reprefents ye all.'*' 

As for the bard to you be yields bis plan t 
For tvell be knows j you' re candid where you can*. 
One-only praife be claims— no party-flrok* 
Here turns a public cbaracJer to joke. 
His Panacaea is for all degrees, 
For all have more or lefs of this difeafe: 
.Whatever his fuccefs, of this besfure. 
There's merit ev'n to attempt the cure, 

• Vide the firft Philippic. 
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Scene, Belmour's Lodging. % 

* Enter Belmour bating B&isx*. 

• Brjsjc. f 

1 TV/T R Belmour! — Let mc die, Sir— as I hope to 

* 1V1 be fau'd, Sir 

'Bel. Sirrah! Rogue! Villain!— 101 teach you; 
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• I will, you rafcal, to fpeak i rrev e r ent ly of far I 

• love* 

4 Br. As I am a finner, Sir, I only meant— — 

4 Bel. Only meant I: You could not mean it* jacks* 

• napes — you bad no meaning, booby*—— 

4 Br. Why, no, Sir— 4hafa the very thing, Sir— I 

• had no meaning* 

4 BeL Then, firrah* 141 make you know your mean- 

• ing for the future. 

* Br. Ye% Sir— to be furc, Sir ;— and yet upon my 
4 word, if you would be but a little cool, Sir, you'd find 
+* I'm not much to blame-— — Befukf* mafter, you can't 

• coirsrae the good it would do your health,, if you will 
4 but keep vour temper a little. 

* BeL Mighty well, Sir, give your advice* 

* Br. Why, really now, this fame love hath metaroor- 
4 phofed us both very fttangely, mafter: — for, to be. 
4 free, here have we been at this work tbefe fix weeks,, 
«• — ftark-ftaring mad in love with a couple of baggages 
4 not worth a groat ;— and yet,, heav'n help us ! they 
4 have as much pride as comes to the (hare of a lady of 
4 quality before fhe has been caught in the fact with & 

• handfome yonng fellow,— or indeed after fte has. been. 

• caught, for that matter. ■ ■■ 

4 BeJ* You won't have done,, rafcal— 

4 Br. In fliort, my young miftrefs and her maid have 

4 as much pride and poverty as— as— -no matter what;. 

4 they have the devil and all*— when at the fame time 

• every body knows the old broken upholfterer, Mifs 
4 Harriet's father, might gure us all he has in the world* 
4 and not eat the worfe pudding on a Sunday for it. 

4 && Impious* execrable atheift! Whatl detract from. 
4 Heav'n? I'll reform your notions,. I will, you faucy— 

* [Beats him* 

* Br^ Nay, but my dear Sir — a little patience — not 

• fo hard ' 

Enter Rovewelk and Belrn our,, **«#«£. 
Rove. Belmour, your lenwnt— * What, at loggerheads. 

• with my old friend Bii/k?' 

* Bet. Confufion!— Mr Rovewell,. your fisrvant— thii 
4 is your doing, hang-dog.'!— Jack Roveweil, I am glad 
10 fee thtt\— 
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* Rove* Brtik ufed to be a good fervant— he has sot 

* been tampering with any of his mafter's girls*, has he ? 

* Bel. Do you know, Rovewell, that he has had the 
4 impudence to talk detradiagly and. profanely of my 
« miftrefs?— -- - 

* Br. For which,, Sir* I have fuffered unhumanly aad 
4 moll unehriftiao4ikc, I allure you. 

* Bel. Will you leave prating, booby? 

' Rave. Well but, Beimour*. where does (he live {— » 
4 I'm but juft arrived* you know, and I'll go and beat 

4 up her quarters* 

4 Btl. (Hatfa/tde.) Beat up her quarters J— 

[Look+at him fiui&ngty* then katfqfidH* 
4 Favours to nooe, to all (he fmites extends; 
4 Oft (he reje&s, but never once offends. 

[Stands mufingm. 
4 /fcw,. Hey! what, fallen into a reverie!— Prithee*. 

* Bnflc, what does all this mean? 

4 Br. Why, Sir, you muft know-— I am over head and: 
4 ears in love* 

4 ifcvf. But I mean your mailer;, what ails him? 

€ Br. That's the very thing I'm going to tell you, 
4 Sir — As 1 faid, Sir — I am over head and ears in love 
1 with a whtmncal queer kind- ef a piece here in the 
4 neighbourhood ; and fo nothing; can ferve my matter, 
4 but he muft fall in love with the miftrefs— Look at 

* him now, Sir 

« [Belmour centimes mufing mnd muttering to bimfelf*. 
4 Rave* Ha, ha, ha!— Poor Belmour, I pity thee with 
4 all my heart—*— 

< {Strika lam on the jheiddtr^ then tuikroufy repettt^ 

**Ye gods, annihilate both fpace and time, ' - m 
* And make two lovers happy, 
4 Bel. My dear Rovewell, fuch a girl J-VTen thou- 
4 (and cupids play about her mouth, you rogue— — 
4 Rove. Ten thousand pounds had better play about 

* her pockeU— JVhat fortune has flic? 

4 Br. Heaven help us, not much to crack of. ■ ■ 
« Bel. Not much to crack off, Mr Brazen !— Pfi- 

* thee, Rovewell, how can you be fo ungenerous as to 
4 afk fuch a queftion I You know I don't mind for- 

* tuae; though by the way (he has an uac^c who is de- 

4 termined 
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* termined to fettle very handfomely upon her, and on 
4 the ftrength of that does (he give herfelf innumerable 

* airs. 

• Rove* Fortune not to be minded! — 111 tell yoir 

* what, Belmour, though you have a good one already, 

* there's no kind of inconvenience in a little more. — 

* I'm fure if I had not minded fortune, I might have 
' been in Jamaica ftill, not worth a fugar-cane ; but the 

* widow MoloiTes took a fancy to me — Heav'n, or a 

* worfe deftiny, has- taken a fancy to her; and fo, after 

* ten years exile, and being turn'd a-drift by my father; 

* here am. 1 again, a warm planter, and a widower, moft 

* wofully tired of matrimony. — But/ my dear Belmour,, 
we were both fo ovcrjoy'd to meet one another yefterday 
evening, iuft as 1 arrived in town, that 1 did not hear a 
fyllable from you of your love-fit. How, when, and 
where, did this happen ? 

Bel. Ob, by the moft fortunate accident that ever was 
—I'M tell thee, Rovewell — I was going one Jiight from 
the tavern about fix weeks ago — Lhad been there with a 
parcel of blades, whofe only joy is centered in their bottle;, 
and 'faith, till this accident, I was* no better myfelf— but 
ever fince 1 am grown quite a new man. 

Rove, Ay, a new man indeed] — Who in the name of 
wonder would take thee, funk as thou; art into a mufing', 
moping, melancholy lover, for the gay Charles Belmour 4 , 
whom I knew in the Weft Indies? 

Bel. Poh 1 that is not to be mentioned. — You know 
my father took me againft my will from the univerfity, 
and configned me over to the academic difcipline of a* 
man of war; fo that, to prevent a dejection of fpirfts, I 
was obliged to run into the oppofite extreme — as you. 
yourfelf were wont to dc 

Rove. Why, yes r I had my moments of reflection, and 

was glad to difiipate them You know I always told 

you there was (o mething extraordinary in my ftory; and 
fo there is ftill: I fuppofe it muft be cleared up in a few 
days now ■■ I'm in no hurry about it though: I muft 
fee the town a Uttle this evening, and have my frolic 
"ft. But to the point, Belmour— you was going from. 
the tavern, you fay. 

Bel. Yes, Sir, about two in the morning i and I 

perceived 
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perceived an unufual blaze in tbe air— I wa» in a ram* 
bling humour, and fo refolved to know what it was. 
1 Br. I and my mafter went together. Sir ■ ■ ■ * 
* BtU Oh, Rovewell! my belter ftars ordain'd it to> 
light me on to happinefs.—— By fare attraction led, I 
etme to the very ftreet where a houfe was on fire ; wa- 
ter-engines playing, flames afcending, all hurry, confu- 
ton, and diftreb! when on a fudden the voice of defpair* 
filrcr fweet, came thrilling down to my very heart. - ■ ■■ 
Poor dear, little foul, what can (he do! cried the neigh- 
boors. Again (he faream'd ; the fire gathering force, 
and gaining upon her every inftant.— Here, Ma'am, 
(aid I, leap into my arms, 1*11 be Aire to receive you. 
•—And wou'd you think it ?— 'down (he came— my 
dear Rovewell, fuch a girl ! I caught her in my arms* 
you rogue, fafe, without harm.— —The dear naked Ve^ 
Bus, jufl rifen from her bed, my boy — her (lender waift, 
Rovewell, the downy fmoothnefs of her whole perfon, 
and her limbs " harmonious, fwell'd by nature's, (of ceft 
■ hand/ 

Rove. Raptures and pacadife !— What fcraglio ia Co- 
vent-Garden did you carry her to? 

Be/. « There again now I* Do, prithee, correct your 
fray of thinking : ' take a quantum Jafficit of virtubo* 

* love, and purify your ideas/ Her lovely bafhfulness, 
her delicate fears,— her beauty heighten'd and endear'd 
bydiftreio, dtfpers'd my wildeft thoughts, and melted; me 
iato teaderneis and ce(pe&. 

* Roto*. Bat, Belmour, furely ihe has not the frapudenc* 
to be modeft after you have had potieffioa of her pet* 
foa. ■ ■ ■ 

Bel. My views are honourable, I aflure you, Sir.; bat 
her father is fo abfurdly pofitive— — -The man*s diftraft- 
ed about the balance of power, and will giv^liis. daugh- 
ter to none but a politician—* When there was an eae* 

* anion in his houfe, he thought of nothing but the 

* camp' at Pyma ; and, now he's a bankrupt, his head; 

* runs upon the ways and means, and fchemes for pay< 
1 tog off the national debt : The affairs of Europe en- 
i grofs all his attention, while the diftrefies of his lovely 
4 daughter pafs unnoticed.' 

Rev*. Ridiculous enough 1 .— —But why <do> you rnind 
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kirn ? Why don't you go to-bed to the wench at oncef 
■ ■ - Take her into keeping, man. 

Bel. How can you talk fo affrontingly of her?— 
Have not I told you, tho' her father is ruin'd, ftill flic 
has great expectancies from a rich relation ? 

Rove. Then what do you ftand watering at the mouth 
for ? If (he is to have money enough to pay for her 
china, her gaming-debts, her dogs, and her monkeys, 
marry her then, if you needs mult be enfnar'd; be in a 
fool's paradife for a honey* moon ; then come to your- 
felf, wonder at what you've done, and mix with ho* 
neft fellows again :-— Carry her off, I fay, and never 
Hand whining for the father's confent. 

Bel. Carry her off! 1 like the fcheme— Will you 

afliilme? 

Rove. No, no ; ■ there I beg to be excused. Don't 
1 you remember what the fatyriil fays — " Never marry 

* while there'6 a halter to be had for money, or a bridge 

* to afford a convenient leap. 9 

4 Bel. Prithee leave fooling. 

4 Rave. I am in ferious earned, I allure yon;' I'll 
drink with you, game with you, go into any fcheme or 
frolic with you, but 'ware matrimony. —Nay, if you'll 
come, to the tavern this evening, I'll drink your miitrefs** 
health in a bumper; but as to your conjugal fcheme, I'll 
have nothing to do with that bufmeTs, pofitively. 

Bel Well, well, I'll take, you at your word, and 
meet you at ten exactly, at the fame place we were at 
kft night } then and there I'll let you know what fur* 
ther meafures I've concerted* 

Rove. Till then, farewel ; a-pro-pos— do you know 
that I've feen none of my relations yet I 

Bel. Time enough to-morrow. 

Rove. Ay, ay, to-morrow will do — Well, yourfer* 
vant. 

Bel. Rovewell yours. [Exeunt.] « See the gentle* 

4 man down flairs — and, d'ye hear* come to roe in my 

- «. ftudy that I may give you a letter to Harriet. And* 

* hark ye, Sir—be fure you fee Harriet berfelf ; and 

* let me have no meflages from that officious go-between* 

* her Mrs Slipflop of a maid, with ber unintelligible 

* jargon of hard words, of which me neither knows the 

1 meaning 
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* meaning nor pronunciation— —[JEW/ Bride. } • I'll 

* write to her this moment, acquaint her with the foft 

* tumult of my defires, and, if poffible, make her mine 
. own this very night. [Exit repeating^ 

* Love firft taught letters for fome wretch's aid; 

* Some banifh'd lover, or fome captive maid.—- 9 

Scene, The Upholfterer's Houfi. 

Enter Harriet and Termagant. 

Ter. Well 9 but, Ma'am* he has made love to you fix 
weeks fuccefsfully ; he has been as conftant in his moors, 
poor gentleman, as if you had the fubverfion of 'ftate to 
fettle upon him — and if he flips thro' your fingers now, 
Ma'am, you have nobody to depute it to but your- 
felf. 

Har. Lard, Termagant, how you run on I I tell 

you again and again, my pride was touched, becaufe he 
feemed to prefume on his opulence and my father's 'di- 
ftreffes. 

Ter. La, Mifs Harriet, how can you be fo paradrop- 
fical in your 'pinions \ 

Har. Well, but you know, tho' my father's affairs 
are ruin'd, 1 am not in fo defperate a way ; confider my 
uncle's fortune is no trifle, and I think that profpeel: en- 
titles me to give myfelf a few airs before I relign my 
perfon. 

Ter. I grant ye, Ma'am, you have a very good pre- 
tentions ; but then it's wanting for dead mens (hoes: 
I'll venture to be perjur'd Mr Bellmour ne'er difclaim'd 
an idear of your father's diiUefs. 

Har. Suppoiing that. 

Ten Suppofe, Ma'am — I know it difputably to be 
fo. 

Har. Indifputably, I guefs, you mean $— put I'm 
tired of wrangling with you about words. 
' ' Ter. By my troth, you're in the right on't — there's 
'ne'er a (he in all Old England (as your father calls it) 
is miftrefs of fueh phifiolgy, as I am. Incertain I am, 
as how you does not know nobody that puts their words 
together with fuch a curacy as myfelf. I once lived 

with a 'milt us, Ma'am Miftus ! — -She was a lady— 

a great brewer's wife— —-and (he wore as fine cloaths as 

any 
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any perfottof quality, let her get up as early at flic will 
— and lhe ufed to call me ■■ Termagant, lays flw*- 
what's the figrificatioo of fuch a word— and 1 alwayi 
told her— I told her the importation of all my words; 
though I could not help laughing, ' Mifs Harriet, to fee 
fo fine a lady fuch a downright ignoranimus. 

Han Well— but pray now, Termagant, would you 
have me, directly upon being afltcd the queftion, throw 
myfelf into the arms of a man ? 

Ten O' my conscience you did throw yoorfelf into his 
arms with fcarce a fhift on, that's what you did. 

Han Yes; but that was a leap in the dark, when 
there war no time to think of it. 

TV. Well, it does not fignify argtfying, I wifh we 
were both warm in bed; you with Mr Bellmour, and I 
with his coxcomb of a man ; jnftead of being manured 
here with an old crazy fool— axing your pardon, Ma'am, 

for calling your father fo but he is a fool, and the 

word of tools, with his policies— when his houfe is full 
of ftatues of bangcreflfy. 

Han 'Tis too true, Termagant— -^yet he's my father 
{till, and I can't help loving him. 

Ten Fiddle faddle— love him! He's an anec- 
dote againft love. 

Han Hulh ! here he comes ! — — 

Ten No, 'tis your uncle, Feeble ; poor gentleman, I 
pities him, eaten up with infirmaries, to be taking fuch 
pains with a madman. 

Enter- Feeble. 

Hot. Well, uncle, have you been able to confolehim? 

Feeb. He wants no confolation, child — Lack-a-day 

■ ■ ■ I'm fo infirm I can hardly move. 1 found him 

tracing in the map prince Charles of Lonaine's paf- 
fage over the Rhine, and comparing it with Julius 
Cafar's. 

Ten An old blockhead — I've no patience withhim* 
with his fellows coming after him every hour in the day 
with news. Well now, I wifhes thera was no fuch a 
thing as a newfpaper in the world, with fuch a pack of 
lies, and fuch a deal of jab- jab every day. 

Feeb, Ay, there were three or four fhabby fellows 

with him when I went into his room— —I can't get 

i him 
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him to think of appearing before' the commiffionen to- 
morrow, to difclofe his effefts ; bat I'll fend my neigh- 
bour counfcllor Codicil to him*— Don't be dejected, Har- 
riet ; my poor filler, your mother, was a good woman : 
I love you for her fake, child, and all I am worth (hall 
be yours— But 1 muft be going— I find myfelf but 
very ill; good night, Harriet, good night. [Exit Feeble* 

Har. You'll give me leave to fee you to the door, Sir. 

\Exit Harriet. 

7m O' my confeience, this mafter of mine within 
here might have pick'd up his crums as well as Mr 
Treble, if he had any idear of his bufinefs ; I'm fure, if 
I had not hopes from Mr Feeble, 1 fhould not tarry in 
this houfe— — By my troth, if all who have nothing to 
fay to the 'fairs of the nation would mind their own bu- 
finefs, and thofe who fhould take care of our 'fairs would 
mind their bufinefs too, I fancy poor Old England (as 
tliey call it) would fare the better among 'em — -This 
old crazy pate within here— playing the fool— when 
the man is paft his grand clytemnefter. 

{Exit Termagant. 

Scene, 'Difcovers Quidnunc at a Table with Ncwf- 
paper s> Pamphlets* &c. all around him. 

Quid* Six and three is nine — - feven and four is ele- 
ven, and carry one let me fee, 126 million— -199 

tkoufand 328 a nd all this with about—*- where, 
where'* the amount of the fpecie ? Here, here.— with 
about 1 5 million in fpecie, all this great circulation ! 
good, good — Why then, how are we ruined ? ■ « how 
are we ruined ? What (ays the land-tax at 4 (hillings in 
the pound? two million; now where's my new aflefT- 
ment ?— here— here— the yth part of twenty; 5 in 

z I can't, but 5 in 20 (paufcs) right, 4 times why 

then, upon my new afleflment there's 4 million— —how 

are we ruined ? What fays malt, cyder, and mum ? 

—eleven and carry 1, nought and go a good, 

good ; malt, hops, cyder, and mum. Then there's the 

wine-licence, and the gin-aft The gin-aft is no bad 

article— if the people will fhoot fire down their throats, 
why, in a Chriftian country, they fhould pay as much as 
poffible for fuicidc— <— Salt, good— -fugar, very good 

Vqj.. L R —Win- 
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—-—Window-lights — -good again!- Sbunp-duty, 

that's not fo well- — it mill have a bad eflecl upon the 
iiewfpapers, and we fiian't haw enough of politics— 
But there's the lottery*— where's my new fbbeme for a 
lottery ?— here it it— Now. for the amount of the whole 
—bow arc we ruin'd? 7 and carry nought— nought and 
carry 1— -— 

Entwn Termagant. 

TVn Sir, Sir— 

S&id. Hold your tongee* you baggage, you'll put me 
out*-— Nought and cany 1. 

Ter. Counfellor Codicil will be with you prefently— 

QukL Prithee be quiet, woman ■ ■■ How are we 

ruined? 

Ter. Ay, Pm confidous u how you may thank your- 
felf for your own ruination. 

Quid. Ruin the nation! ■ ■ h old your tongue, you 
jade, I'm railing the fupplies within the year—How 
many did I carry? 

Ten Yes, you've carried your pigs to a fine mar* 
ken — 

Quid. Get out of the room, huifcy— you trollop, 
get out of the room. — [Turning her out; 

Enter Razor, with fads on his hands* &c. 

' Quid. Friend Razor, I'm glad to fee thee Well, 

h? ft got any news? 

Raz. A budget! I left a gentleman half-ftWd in; 
n^y ihop over the way; it came into my head of afudV 
dew, fo I could not be at eafe£iU I told you.— 

Quid. That's kind, that's kind, friend Razor— never 
mi i'd the geotlemair, he can wait. 

Raz* Yes, fo he can ; he can wait. 

Quid. Come, now let's hear, what is't? 

Raz. I uWd a gieat man's butler to-day.— 

Quid. Did ye? 

Raz. I did. 

Qttidi Ay! 

Raz* Very true. [Rcihjhale their hcadsp 

Quid. What did he fay ? 

Raz. Nothing. 

Quid. Hum— How did he look? 
Jiazt Full of thought. 

Qml 
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Quid. Ay! foil of tkou^ht-wjjrhat can that mean? 

Raz. It muft mean fometbing. [Staring at each other* 

§>nid. Mayhap fomebody may be going oat of place* 

Raz. Like enough — there's fomething at the bottom. 
when a great man's butler looks grave; things cant 
Jboldout in this manner, Matter Quidnunc !— -King- 
doms rife and fall!— Luxury will be the ruin of us all, 
it will indeed. [Stares at kit*. 

$>uid. *Pray, now* friend Razor, do you find bufinefs 
as current now as before the war? 

Raz. No, no, I have not made a wig the Lord known 
when, I can't mind it for thinking of my poor country* 

Quid. That's generous, friend Razor— 

Raz. Yes, I can't gi' my mind to any thing for think* 
ing of my country ;' and when I -was in Bedlam, it. wafc 
the fame; I cou'd think of nothing clfe iti Bedlam, but 
poor old England, and fo they faid as how I was incu- 
-fable for it* 

%md. 8*bodikins! they might as well fay the fame of 
me. 

Rat. So they might— Well, your fervant, Mr Quid- 
same; 1^11 go now and (have the reft of the gentleman's 
face — Poor old England! [Sighs andjhrikeshis head. Gehtg. 

Quid. But -hark ye, friend Rafcor* aft the gentleman 
if he has got any news, 
* Raz. I wiH, I will. 

<%vid. And, d'ye hear, come and tell me if he "has* 

Raz. I will, I will poor old England!— (Gbw^, 

returns.)-— Of Mr Quidnunc, I want to aft you— pray 
now ■ - 

Enter Termagant. 

Ter. Gemini! gcminil— — fiew can a man have fo 
Kttk difference for kit cuftomers— 

Shad. I tell you, Mrs Malapert— 

Ter. And I tell you, the gentleman keeps fech a 
bawling yonder ; — for fhame, Mr Razor— yem"!! be a 
bankrupper like my mafter, with fnch a houfe full of 
children as you have, pretty little things— that's what 
you will. 

Raz. I'm a-coming, I'm a -coming, Mrs Termagant. 

■ I fay, Mr Quidnunc, 1 can't fleep in mybed for 

R* . ■ think- 
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thinking what will come of the Protectants, if therPa- 
pifts mould get the better in the prefent war—— 

Quid. I'll tell you— the geographer of our coffee- 
houfe was faying the other day, that there is an huge 
trad of land about the pole, where the Proteftants may 
retire $ and that the Papifts will never be able to beat 
'em thence, if the northern powers hold together, and 
the Grand Turk make a diverfion in their favour. 

Rmz. (laugh.) That makes me eafy I'm glad the 

Proteftants will know where to go, if the Papifts ASou'd 
get the better. (Goings returns?) Oh! Mr Quidnunc— 
bark ye— ■ — India bonds arc rifen. 

Quid* Are they ! — how much? ' 

Raz. A Jew pedlar (aid in my mop as how they are 
rifen three-fix teenths— 

Quid. Why then, that makes, fomc amends for the 
price of corn. 

Raz. So it does, fo it does— Good-bye, Mr Quid* 
•nunc— I'm (b glad the poor Proteftants know whereto 
go ; * I (hall then have a night's reft mayhap/ 

[Exit Razor, laughing. 

Quid. I (hall sever be^ghtly eafy till thofe careening 
wharfs at Gibraltar arc repaired— 

7Vr. Fiddle for your dwarfs; impair your ruin'd for- 
tune, do that. 

' Quid. If only one (hip can heave down at a timer 

* there will be no end of it— and then, why would wa- 
' tcriog be fo tedious there? 

4 Ter. Look where you're daughter comes, and yet 

* you'll be ruinating about Give-a-halter,— while that 

* poor thing is breaking her heart/ 
, Enter Harriet. 

Quid. It is one comfort, however, they can always 
have frefh provifions in the Mediterranean. 

Har. Dear Papa, what's the Mediterranean to people 
in our fituation? 

Quid. The Mediterranean, child?— Why ifwelhould 
Jofe the Mediterranean, we're all undone. 

Har. Dear Sir, that's our misfortune— —we arc un- 
done already. 

Quid. No, no— here, hcre> child— I have railed the. 
fupplies within the year*. 

Ter. 
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Ter. I tefl you, you're a luaadtc mw. 
J?«a/. Yea, yes, I'm a lunatic to be fur*— I tell yoo* 
Harriet, I have .foved a great deal ottt of my afairs for 

you— — 

Bar. For Heat Vs lake, Sir,*Wt do that-*yofl mail 
gwe up every thing; my unde Feeblc's lawyer will be 
Sere to talk with you about it— 

Quxd. Poh, poh, I tell you I know what I anr abotrt— - 
yon {hall have my books and pamphlets, and all the ma* 
ai&ilps of the powers at wan 

Nor* And io make me a politician* Sir ? 

Quid. It would be the pride of my heart to find I 
< bad got a politician in petticoats — a female Machiavel ! 
~'Sbodjkias, you might then know as much as moil 
people that talk in coffee- houfes ; and who knows but 
in time you might be a maid of honour, or fwecper of 
the mall, or- 

Har. Dear Sir, don't I fee what you have got by po* 
Ktics? 

§>uid Pflia ! my country's of more confeejuence ta 
me : and let roe tell you, you can't think too much of 
your country in thefe worft of times j— for Mr Monitor 
has told us, that affairs in- the north, and the Protectant 
intereft, begin to grow ticklim. 

Ter. And your daughter's affairs are very tickSfii 
too, I'm fure. 

* Har. Prythee, Termagant— * 

* Ter v I mud fpeak to hira—— I know yoa arc it* a 
' ticklifli fituation, Ma'am.' 

%?id. I tell yeu, Trull 

Ter. But I am convicted it is-fo— and the pofture of 
my affairs is very ticklifh too — and fo I imprecate that 
Mr Belmour would come, and 

Quid. Mr Belmour come! I tell you, Mrs* Saucebox* 
that) my daughter (hall oever be married to a man thai 
has not better notions of the balance of power. 

Ter. But what purvifibn will you make forhernow^ 
with your balances? 

Quid. There again now!— -Why, do you think I 

don't know what I'm about? I'll look in the papers 

for a match for you, child — there's often good matches 
aimtifed in the papers iivii betide it-— evil betide 

&3 *l 
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it!— I once thought to have ftruck a great ftroke r 
that would have aftonifhed all Europe— 1 thought to 
have married roy daughter to Theodore king of Coifi- 
ca— 

Har. What, and have me perifli in a jail, Sir? 

Quid. 'Sbodikins, my daughter would have had her - 
coronation-day 5— I fhould have been allied to a crown'd 
bead, and been firft lord of the treafury of Corfica!— 
But come — now I'll go and talk over the London £ven~ 
ing, till the Gazette comes in— I (hau't fleep to- 
night, unlcfa I fee the Gazette, 

* Enter Codicil. 

* Cod. Mr Quidnunc, your fervant— The door was 

* open, and I entered upoathe premiffes— I'm juftcome 
4 from the hall. 

4 Quid. 'Sbodikins! this nun is now come to keep me 

* at home* 

** Cod. Upon my word, Mifs Harriet's a very pretty 

* young lady ; as pretty a young lady as one would dc 
4 fire to have and to hold. Ma'am, your moft obe- 
4 dient: I have drawn my friend Fecble'o will, in which 
4 you have all his goods and chattels,, lands, and heredi* 
4 taments. 

4 Han I thank you, Sir, for the information— 

4 CW And 1 hope foon to draw your marriage-fettle- 
1 ment for my friend Mr Belmour. 

4 Har. O lud, Sir! not a word of that before my fa- 
« ther— I wi/h you'd try, Sir, to get him to think of 
4 his affairs 

4 Gcd. Why, yes, I, have inftru&ions for that purpofe. 
4 Mr Quidnunc, I urn inftructed to expound the law to 

* you. 

4 Quid. What, the law of nations? 

4 Cod. I am infhu&ed, Sir, that you're a bankrupt 

* — — Qttafi bancus ruptus — banque route /aire-— And 
4 my inftru&ions fay further, that you are fummoned to 
4 appear before the commifiioners to-morrow— 

4 Quid. That may br , Sir ; but I can't go to»mor« 
4 row ; ai\d fo 1 fhall fend 'em word— I am to be to-mor- 
4 . row at Slaughter's Coffee-hpufe with a private com- 
4 mittee, about buiinefs of great confequence to the af- 
4 fairs of Europe.—- 

• Cod. 
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* Cod. Then, Sir, if you don't go, I muft inftnift you* 
that you'll be guilty of a felony ; it will be deem'd to 
be done mah anitno.— it is held fo in the books — And 
what»fays the ftatute? By. the 5th Geo. II. cap. 30. 
not furrendering or embezzling is felony, without be- 
nefit of clergy. 

« Quid. Ay!— you tell me news— 
' Cod, Give me leave, Sir— I am inftru&ed to ex- 
pound the law to 1 you — Felony is thusdefcribed in the 
books: * Felonia, faith Hotoman, dr verbis feudalibus % 
fignificat capitate /acinus ',, a capital offence. 

* Quid. You tell me news; you do indeed. 

* Cod. It was fo apprehended by the Goths and the 
Loagobards. And what faith Sir Edward Coke ? Fieri 
debeat fslleo ammo. 

* Quid. You've told me new s ■ ■ I did not know it 
was felony ; but if the Flanders mail fliould come in 
while I am there ■ 1 (hall know nothing at all of 

* Cod. But why mould you be uneafy? cut bono »» Mr 
Quidnunc, cut bono? 

* Quid. Not uneafy! If the Papifts mould beat the 
Proteftants. 

1 Cod. But I tell yon, they can get no advantage of 
us. The laws againft the further growth of Popery . 
will fecure us — there are provifos in favour of Protc- 
ftant purchafers under Papifts — xeth Geo. I. cap. 4. 
and 6th Geo. II. cap. 5. 

* Quid. Ay! 

' Cod. And befides, Popim recufants can't carrf armrj 
fo can have no right of conqucft, vi et or mis. 

* Quid. 1 hat's true — that's true — Fm eafier in my 
mind 

' Cod. To be fure> what are you uneafy about?— The 
Papifts can have no claim to Silcfia ■ 
« Quid. Can't they? 

* Cod. No, they can fet up no claim— -If the queen 
on her mairiage had put 'all her lands into Hotchpot, 
then indeed— —-and k feemeth, fakh Littleton, that 
this word Hotchpot is in Englifh a pudding 

* Qyid. You reafon very clearly, Mr Codicil, upon 

« she 
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the rights of the powers at war ; and fo now, if you 
will, f am ready to talk a little of my affairs. 

* Cod. Nor does the matter reft here; for howcaafhe 
fet up z claim, when fixe has made a conveyance to toe 
houfe of Btandcnburgh ? The Jaw, Mr Quidnunc, is 
rcry fevcre again ft fraudulent conveyances* 

* Quid. 'Sbodikins, you have (atisfied me— 

« Cod. Why, therefore then— if he will kvy fines, and 
fnffer a common recovery, he can bequeath it as be 
likes in feodum JswpUx 9 provided ho takes care to put 
it infcs kerts. 

4 Quid. I'm heartily glad of it— -—So that with re- 
gard to my cffe&s 

4 Cod. Why, then, fuppofe (he was to bring it to a 
trial at bar 

* Quid. I fay, with regard to the full difclofiire of my 
eff<&8 

* Cod. What wou'd the get by that? it would go 

off upon a fpecial pleading— -and as to equity— 

* Qpid. Pray, muft 1 now furrender my books and 
my pamphlets? 

* Cod. What wou'd equity do for her ? Equity can't 
relieve her ; he might keep Vr at lead twenty yean 
before a mafter *o fettle the account— — j- 

* Quid. You have made me eafy about the Pvotellants 
in this war, you have indeed— So that with regard to 
my appearing before the oomraiffioncrs— — 

A CocL A nd as to the ban of the empire* he may de- 
mur to that : for all tenures by knight-fervic* are abo- 
liflied; and the ftatute tsth Char. Il» has declared all 
lands to be held under a common focage. 
4 Quid. Pi ay now, Mr Codicil, muifc not my crcditoit 
appear to prove their debts? ■ ■ ~ 

* Cod Why, therefore, then, if they're held in com- 
mon focage, I fubmit it to the court— whether the 
empire can have any claim to knight's fetvice— They 
can't rail to him for a Angle man for the wars — unm 
hominem ad guerram — 'For what is common focage ?— 
focagium idem eft quod fervitium feat—The fervke of 

the plough. 

* Quid. I'm ready to attend 'em— -—But pray now, 
when my certificate is figned — it is of great confcqucncc 

i to 
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• to me to know this — I fay, Sir, when my certificate 
4 is figned, mayn't I then— Hey? {Jlarting up.)' Hey! 
« —What do 1 hear? 

* Cod. I apprehend— I humbly conceive, when your 

* certificate is figned ■ * 

Quid. ' Hold your tongue, man* Did not I litar 
the Gazette ? 

New/man \<within.) Great news in the London Gazette. 

Quid. Yes, yes, it is it is the Gazette — Terma- 
gant, run you jade— (Turns her <w&T)— -Harriet, fly, it 
is the Gazette — * {Turns her out.) 9 

4 Cod. The law in that cafe, Mr Quidnunc, prima 
4 facie 

* Quid. I can't hear you — I have not time* — Terma- 
gant, run, * make hafte — »— [Stamps violently. 

' Cod. I fay, Sir, it is held in the books 

4 Quid. I care for no books — I want the papers — 

• [Stamping* 

* Cod. Throughout all the books Bo! the man is 

4 non compos; and his friends, inftead of a commiffion of 
4 bankruptcy, fhou'd take out a commiffion of lunacy. 

4 [Exit Codicil. 
Enter Termagant. 

Ter. What do you keep fuch a bawling for? the newf- 
Ban fays as how the emperor of Mocco » dead* 

Quid. The emperor of Morocco I 

Ter. Yes, him, 

Quid. My poor dear emperor of Morocco! 

[Burfis into tears. 

Ter. Ah, you old Don Qnickfctt!— Ma'am, Ma'am-, 
— Mifs Harriet, go your ways into the next room, there's 
Mr Belmour's man there ; Mr Belmour has fent you a 
bittydore. 

4 Hat. Oh,JTermagant, my heart is in an uproar— I 
4 don't know what to fay — Where is he ? let me run to 
4 him to him this inftant.' [Exit Harriet* 

Quid. The emperor of Morocco had a regard for the 
balance of Europe — (&£/&/.)— Well, well, come, come, 
give me the paper. 

Ter. The newfman would not truft, becaufe you're a 
bankrupper* and Co I paid twopence-halfpenny for it* 

Quid. Lei's, fee— let's fee 

Ter. 
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Ter. Give roc my money thea ■ ■■ 

[Running from hint* 

Quid. Give it me this inftant, you jade 

[After he*. 

Ter. Give me my money, I Jay [From mm* 

Qyid. Ill teach you, I will, you baggage. — 

[After her. 

Ter. I won't part with it till I have the money. 

[From him. 

Quid* I'll .give you no money, hufley. [After ben 

Ter. Your daughter {ball marry Mr Bclmour. 

[From hinL 

Quid. I'll never accede to the treaty. [After her. 

Ter. Go, you old fool« - [From him. 

Quid. You vile minx, worie than the whore of Baby* 
Ion. [After ter. 

Ter, There, you old ocack'd-braic'td- politic, — there'* 
j our paper for you. [Throws it doton, and exit. 

Quid. (JktingJrwm.) O Heavens!— I'm quite out of 
l>reath— - A jade, to fcotp my news from me — What does 
it fay, what does it &? ?-w( Jfaufc veryfiift m&Ue opening 
&efnper+)—" Whereas a commiffion of bankrupt is a- 
44 warded and iflued forth agamft Abraham Quidnunc, 
w of the partm of fit Manias in the Fiefiia, upnosfterer, 
41 dealer* and chapman, the faid baskropt is hereby «•> 
44 quired to furrender Irimielf." Pol what £gn£fics this 
ftuflT? I don/t mind my fclf, when the babwee of power is 
concerned.— ~i$*?wever, I small be read of in the lame 
paper, m the London Gazette, by the powers abroad, 
together with the pope, and the French king, and the 
Mogul, and aH t>t "em— Good, good, very good- 
Here's a pow'r of news— Let me ice-~(ileads.)— u Let* 
44 tere from the vice-admiral, dated Tygcr, off Calcutta." 
{Mutters to himfelfverf tagerfy.)— Odd's heart, thofe 
baggages will interrupt me, I hear their tongues a-go- 
ing, click, clack, clack : 171 run into my clofet, and 
lock rayfclf up. ■■■A vixen I — a trollop!— 4o want mo- 
ney from me— -when I may have occafion to buy The 
State of the Sinking Fund, or Faction Detected, or 
The Barrier Treaty,— or— and beiides, how could the 
jade tell but to-morrow we may have a Gazette extraor- 
dinary? [Exit. 

ACT 
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A C T II. 

Scene* The TJpkdflerer's Uoufi. 

Enter Quidnunc; 

$*id. X IF THERE, when, where i» he?— Where's 
VV Mr Pamphlet?— Mr Pamphlet !— Ter- 
magant, Mr a— a— Termagant, Harriet, Termagant* 
you vile minx, you faucy— 

Enter Termagant* 

Ter. Here's! a racket indeed I 

Quid. Where'a Mr Pamphlet? Yon baggage, if he's* 
gone s 

Ter. Did not I intimidate that he's in the next room T 
—Why, fure the man's out of his wita. 

Quid. Show him in here then— £ would not mi fir 
feeing him for the difcovery of the not thread paflagc. 

Ter. Go, you old gemini: gomxni of a politic. 

. , t {Exit Ter. 

Quid* Show him in, I fay - ■ I had rather fee him 
than (the < whole ftate of the peace at Utrecht, or the 

• Paris-a-la-main, or the 1 votes, op. the minutes, or— 
(here he comes)— the beft political writer of the age. 

Enter Pamphlet, in afurtout coat, &c 
Quid. Mr Pamphlet, I am heartily glad to fee you f 
— • as glad as if you were an exprefcfnom the&Atyn* 

* or from Berlin, or Zell, or from Calcutta oVdiiianoY 
« or from ' > I r « - • , % ^ 

Pam. Mr Quidnunc, your fervant— — I'm cotne fremj 
a place of great importance. - — - - 

Quid. Look ye there now 1— Well, whet ey-w^ere ? 
Pam. Are we alone ? " * 

Quid. Stay,- flay, till I (hut the door— -Sow* now/ 
where do you come from ? ; > ' •*■} 

Pam. From the court of requefts. ' "«;£ - .;- 

[Laying ajidehis*furtjml coat. 
Quid. The court of requefl* (^iJpers)i'ui^iSh^fvpV 
Pam. Hotwork.-^— >^- » v T 

Quid. Debates ariiing, may be i * -■ ' i* "" 

Pam. Yes, and like to fit late. -"" " I 

Qyid. What arc they, upon t . ' : -- \ k ; "» •• 

Pauu 
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P<«w. Can't fay. 

j^w/i. What earned you thither ? 

J**/*. I went in hopes of being taken up. 

Quid. Look ye there now. [Shaking bis bead. 

Pam. I've been aiming at it thefe three years. 

Quid. Indeed! [Staring at him. 

Pam. Indeed— Sedition is the only thing an author 
can live by uow— Time has been I could turn a penny 
by an earthquake, or live upon a jail-diftemper, or dine 
upon a bloody murder ; — but now that's all over, — no- 
thing will do now but roafting a minifter— or telling the 
people that they are mined — The people of England are 
never fo happy as when you tell 'em they are ruined* 

Quid. Yes, but they an't ruined 1 have a fcheme 

for paying off the national debt. 

Pam. Let's fee, let's fee — (Puts on bis fpeftacles)— 
Well enough ! well imagined— a new thought this 
I mult make this my own — (jffide. ) — Silly, futile, ab- 
furd — abominable; this will never do-™- I'll put it in 
my pocket, and read it over in the jiiorning for you— 
Now, look you here — I'll (how you a fcheme — {Rum- 
maging bis pockets.) — No, that's not it — that's my con* 
duct of the miniftry^by a country gentleman — I prov'd 
the nation undone here: this fold hugely-— —And here 
now, here's, my anfwer to it, by a noble lord — this did 
not move among the ttade. 

Quid. What, do you write on both fides ? 

Pam. Yes, both fides— i— I've two hands, Mr Quid- 
nunc—Always impartial, ambo dexter* Now here, 

here's my dedication to a great man — touch'd twenty 
for this -and here — here's my libel upon him 

Quid. What, after being obliged to him ? 

Pam. Yes, for that reafon — It excites curiofity— - 
White- wafh and blacking-ball, Mr Quidnunc; inutrum- 
que paratus — no thriving without it. 

Quid. What have you here in this pocket ? 

[Prying eagerfy. 

Pam. That's my account with Jacob Zorobabel the 
broker, for writing paragraphs to raife or tumble the 
ftocks, A the price of lottery -tickets, according to his 
purpofes. 

Quid. Ay ; how do you do that l 
I Pm* 
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Tarn. As thus — To-day the Protectant intereft de- - 
clines, Madrafs is taken, and England's undone ; then 
all the long faces in the alky look as difmal as a blank ; 
and fo Jacob buys away, and thrives upon our ruin.-— 
Then to-morrow we're all alive and merry again ; Pon- 
dicherry's taken ; a certain northern potentate will 
ihortly ftrike a blow to aftonifh all Europe : and then 
every true-born Englimman is willing to buy a lottery- , 
ticket for twenty or thirty millings more than its worth; 
fo Jacob fells away, and reaps the fruit of our fuccefs. 

Quid. What ! will the people believe that now ? 

Pam* Believe it ! believe any thing No fwal- 

low like a true-born Englifhman's — A man in a quart- 
bottle, or a victory, 'tis all one to them — they give a 
gulp — and down it goes — glib, glib 

Quid. Yes; but they an't at the bottom of things? 

Pam. No, not they 5 they dabble a little, but can't 
dive 

Quid. Pray now, Mr Pamphlet, what do you think 
of our fituation ? 

Pam. Bad, Sir, bad — And how can it be better ? — 
the people in power never fend to me — never confult 

me — it imrft be bad Now here, here — {Goes to his, 

loofe coat) — here's a manufcript U — this will do the bufi- 
nefs, a mailer-piece ! — I (hall be taken up for this 
~ Quid. Shall ye? 

Pam. As fure as a gun I (hall — I know the book- 
feller's a rogue, and wm give me up. 

Quid. But pray now, what (hall you get by being 
•taken up ? 

Pam. I'll tell you — (IVbiJpcrs)— in order to make me 
hold my tongue. 

Quid. Ay, but you won't hold yonr tongue for all 
that. 

Pam. Po, po ! not a jot of that — abufe 'em the next 
day. 

' Quid. Well, well, I wifh you fuccefs-— -But do yo 1 
hear no news ? have you feen the Gazette ? 

Pam. Yes, I've feen that Great news, Mr C^iid- 

minc But hark ye — {Wbifors) — and kifs hands n^xt 
week. 

Vol. I. x S QnU. 
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Quid. Ayl 

J****. Certain. 

j^Wi. Nothing permanent in this world.— 

Pam. All is ' vanity. — — 

Quid. Ups and downs. 

Pam. Ins and out*.— * 

Quid. Wheels within wheels* t| 

Pam, No fraolce without fire* 

4>«/V/. All's well that ends well. 

Pam. It will laft.our tone. 

Quid. Whoever lives to fee it, will know more of. 
ihe matter. . |* 

Pam. Time -will tell all. J 

Quid. Ay, we mult leave all to the determination 
time. Mr Pamphlet, Pm heartily oblig'd to you for 
this vifit— 1 love you better than any man in England. 

Pam. And for my part, Mr Quidnunc— I love you 
better than 1 do England itfelf. 

Quid. That's kind, that's kind— there's nothing I 
would not do, Mr Pamphlet, to ferve you. 

Pam. "Mr Quidnunc, I know you're a man of inte- 
grity and 'honour— I know you «are — and now iincewe 
fiave operiM our hearts, there is a thing, Mr Quidnunc, 
in which youoan ferve me-— You know, Sir, this is ia 
the fulnefe of our hearts — you know you have my note 
for a trifle — Hard dealing with affignees — Now, could 
not you, to *ferve -a friend— could not you throw that 
note into the fire ? 

Quid. Hey 1 4>ut would that be honed ? 

Pam. Leave that to me; a rehVd ftroke of policy— 
Papersfhave been deftroyed in all governments. 

Quid- So they have — It (hall be done ; it will be ps- 
-litical ; it will indeed — Pray now, Mr Pamphlet, what 
do you take to be the true political balance of power? 

Pam. What do I take to be the balance of power? 

Quid. Ay, the balance of power 1 

Pam. The balance of power —what do Intake to 
be the balance ©f power— the balance of power {Sbott 
bis eyes) what do I take to be the balance of 'power? 

Quid. The balance of power I take *o -be, -when the 
court of aldermen fits. 

Pam. No, no—— 
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Qpd. Yea, yes— 

Pam. No,»no ; the balance ofpower i» when the foun- 
dations of government and the fuperilrufturta arc natu- 
ral. 

Quid. How 6? ye mean natural? 

Pam. Prithee be quiet, man— Thrift the language 
■ ■ The balance of power is— when fuperftru&urcs are 
redue'd to proper balances* or when, the balances are not 
redue'd to unnatural fuperftru&ures. 

Quid. Po, po! 1 tell you it is when the fortifica- 
tions of Dunkirk are dc'molifti'd. 

Pam. But I tell you, Mr Quidnunc— N 

Qtudi I fay, Mr Pamphlet — — 

Pam. Hear me, Mr Quidnunc—- 

Shad. Give me leave, Mr Pamphlet ■■ ■» 

Pam. I muft obferve, Sir 

Quid. I am convme'd, Sir— 

Pam. That the balance of power— 

Quid. That the fortifications of Dunkirk 

Pam. Depends upon the balances and fuperftruc 
tures— — 

Quid. Conftitute the true political equilibrium— 

Pam. Nor will I converfe with a man 

Quid. And* Sir f I never defire to fee your face— 

Pam. Of fuch anti-eonftitutional principle s 

Qyid. Nor the face of any man who is fuch a French- 
man ia hit heart* and has fuch notions of the balance of 
power*. [Exeunf. 

Quidnunc re-enters. 
— Ay» I've found nun out— fuch abominable prin- 
cjpkfti 1 never deftre to cdnverfe, with any man of his 

aoDofit— no, never while i live 

Re-tnHr Pamphlet* 

Pam* Mr Quidnunc, one word with youj if you 
pieafc. 

Qyid. Sir, I never defire to fee your face 

Pam> My property, Mr Quidnunc^ — I fh -n't leave 
my property in the houfe of a bankrupt — {T*wj/Ii/i^ hh 
handkerchief round, his arm.)— A. filly, empty, in< oinpre- 
henfihle blockhead ! 

Quad. Blockhead! Mr Pamphlet* 
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Pam. A blockhead to ufe me thus, when I ha?e yt» 
fo much in my power— 
Quid. In your power! 

Pam. In my power, Sir — It'a in my power to hang 
you, 

Quid. To hang me ! 

Pam. Yes, Sir, to hang you — (Drawing on his ceat.) 
— — Did not you propofe but this moment, did not you 
(It fire me to combine and confederate to burn a note* 
a iid defraud your creditors. 
Quid. I defire it! 

Pam. Yes, Mr Quidnunc ; but I (hall detect you tr 
the world. I'll give your character — You mall have a 
i .\penny touch next week. 

Fkbit ct in/ignis tota cantabitur urbe. 

[Exit Pamphlet. 
Qttid. Mercy on me!« — there's the effect of his anti- 
c-nnftitutional principles — The fpiritof his whole party; 
I never defire to exchange another word with him. 
Enter Termagant. 
Ter. Here's a pother indeed!— Did you call me? 
Quid. No, you trollop, no.— 
Verm. Will you go to bed? 

Quid. No, no, no, no 1 tell yon no. 

7er. Better to go to reft, Sir. I heard a doctor of 
phyfic fay, as how, when a man is pad his grand crime 
— what the deuce makes me forget my word ?— his grand 
ejime-hyfteric; nothing is fb good againft indifcompofi- 
lions as rtft taken in its prudifh natalibus. 

Quid. Hold your prating I'll not go to bed, FH 

fiep to my hrother Feeble ^I want to have fome talk 

with him, and I'll go to him directly. [Exit Quid. 

Ter. Go thy ways for an old' Hocus-pocus of a 

newfmonger You'll have good luck if yon find your 

daughter here when you come back; Mr Belmour wiH 
be here in the interim ; and if he does not carry her off, 
why then I (hall think him a mere fhilly-fhally feller; 
and by my troth I (hall think him as bad' a politifluBg 
as yourfelf. (Exit Termagant.-) * Well, as I live and 

• hieathe, I wonders what the dickens the man fees in 

* thefc aewfpapers, to be for ever toxicated with thejn — 

•Let 
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.Let me fee one of them to try if I can veftigate any 

t Ling — f* Takes . th* nvwfpaper and reads* 

4 «* Ye$e,rjJay alnpcxn, arrived at his lodgings in Pall- 

ilfcH f/ Johp.StukeJy, Efqj for. the remainder of the: 

*winter-£ea£bn." 

* Where, the dewiti has the. man been?— Who knowt 

• him, or cares. a minikin-pin about him !*— 7— He. may 
k g® *° Jericho for what I, cares ,, . 

4 «*The fame* day Wr William Tahbjr» an eminent: 
v roan-millker, wa* married to Mifs Jenkins, daughter 
>o£< Mr Jeakins a confiderable baberdaihar in Bear- 
binder lane." r - 

*. Whaf the, dickina. is. this-tp. me ^Can't Mifs Jen- 

• kins and her man-milliner ga to bed, and hold their 

• tongues? — Why mult they kifs and tell? 

« « By advices from Violcnna" — This is policies now 

{xeadiM herfelf*}—" and promifes a general peace/' 

•-—Why, can't that make the old curmudgeon happy F* 

* «•' ^y letters from. Earn"— This is more policies—- 
- (rtads to hfrfeff,) «« awl. all feenis tending, to. a gene- - 
-ral rupture." — Whaf the dewill does the frfler mean ? 
_ J)id not he tejl me this.inomen£ there was to be 
<* peace, and now its bloody, news again,— —To go to* 

t(0 tell me fuck an impudent lie to my face ! 

* " At the academy in Effex-ftrcet;, gr^owh people are* 
-taught to dapce." 

* Qrowji people are taught to dance * ■ I likes that • 
-WflL enough — — —J mould like to be betterer in my. 

dancings— r-I likens the figejre of a minute as. well arv 
•afigerre infpeech— {Dances andJjngs.)->—J&\it. fuch -* 

tmropxy as the news is, with kings, and cheefemong- 

«cs,..and bifbops, and highwarmen, and ladies prayer-- 
^ books, and lap-dogs, and the doroadary and camo- 
.mile, and ambafladors, and hajr-Gutters, all higgledy-- 
'P*ggk4y to g£th er * ^ s \ ^°P C &r rnarcy 1*11 never 

read another paper — :and I wifhes old Quidnunc wouM ; 

do the fame If the man would do as I do, there- 

.would be fame fenfe in it — If, inftead of his policies, 

he would manure his mind like me, and read good al-~ 

tars, and improve himfelf in fine langidge, and born-* 
% baft a and polite accollifhments. [Exit Ringing.* 

S3 ScEKE a , 
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Scene, The Street. 

* Enter Belmour, Rovewell, and Bfiflc, in liquor* 

* Bel. Women ever were, and ever will be, fanufti£ 

* beings; vain, capricious, and fond of mifehiefc 

* Br. Well argued, Maaer. 
4 Rove, (lings.) 

* Deceit is in every woman; 

* But none in a bumper can be, my brave boys, 

* But none in a bumper can be.. 
*Bel. % To be infulted thus, with fuch a contemptuout 

* anfwer to a meffage of fuch tender import ! She might, 
' methinks, at leaft have treated me with good manners, 

* if not with a more grateful return. 

' Rove. Split her manners, let's go and drink t'other 
1 bumper to drown forrow. 

« Bel. I'll (hake off her fetters— I will, Briflc, this 

* very night I will 

* Br. That's right, Matter; — and let her know we 

* have found her out ; and, as the poet fays, 

* She that will not when fhe may; 

* When fhe will, (he (hall have nay, matter. 

* Bel. Very true, Brifk, very true; — the ingratitude 
' of it touches me to the quick My dear RoveweH, 

* only come and fee me take a final leave — 

' Rove* No truly, not I ; none of your virtuous minier 
' for me. I'll fet you down there, if you've a mind to 

* play the fool 1 know (he'll melt you with a tear;' 

' and make a puppy of you with a fmile; and fo I'll' 

* not be a witnefs to it. 

* Bel. You're quite miftaken, I aflure you— You'll 

* fee me moft manfully upbraid her with her ingrati- 
' tue, and with more joy than a fugitive galley-da ve e- 
4 fcape from the.oar to which I have been chained. 

' Br. Mafter, matter, now's our time; for look, by 
' the glimmering of yonder lamp, who. comes along by 
» the wall there 

« Bel. Her father, by a]} that's lucky.— — JMy dear 
1 Rovewell, let's drive off. 

* Rove. I'll fpeak to him for you, man 

* Mel. Not for the world— -Prithee come along. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEHf 



THE UPHOLSTERER; *rr 

Scene changes to the Street. 

Enter Quidnunc, 'with a dark Lanihorn. 

Quid. If the Grand Turk mould a&ualiy commence 
open hoftility, and the Houfe-bug Tartars make a divert 
fionupon the frontiers, why then, 'tis my opinion— time 
will difcover to us a great deal more of the matter. 

Watch.' (within*) Pail eleven o'clock, a cloudy night* 

Quid. Hey ! pa ft eleven o'clock — 'Sbodikins, my bro- 
ther Feeble will be gone to bed — but he (han't deep till 
1 have fome chat with him. Hark ye, watchman, watch- 
man! 

Enter Watchman. 

Watch. Call, matter? 

Quid. Ay, ft ep hither, ftep hither J -have you heard 
any news? 

Watch. News, matter! 

Quid. Ay, about the Fruffians or the Ruffians? 

Watch. Ruffians, matter! 

Quid. Yes; or the movements in Pomerania? 

Wateh. La, matter, I know nothing— Poor gentle- 
man ! (pointing to his head.) — Good night to you, matter.' 
Patt eleven o'clock. [Exit Watchman. 

Quid. That man, now, has a place under the govern-* 
ment, and he won't fpeak. But I'm loling time — (Knocks 
at the door.) — Hazy weather— (Looking up.) The wiqd'sv 
fixt in that quarter, and we (han't have any mails this 

week to-come Come about* good wind, do, come 

about. 

Enter a Servant-maid, 

Maid. La, Sir, is it you? 

Quid. Is your matter at home, child? 

Maid. Gone to-bed, Sir. 

Quid. Well, well, I'll ftep up to him. 

Maid. Mutt not ditturb him for the world, Sir— 

Quid. Buiinefs of the utmoft importance. 

Maid. Pray confider, Sir, my matter a n't well. 

Quid. Prithee be quiet, woman > I mutt fee him. 

[Exeunt. 

Scini> 
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B*t*t FaeU* /* to fitjgtogow 
JM. I was. jtfA.ftttppiAg ia. to p^^WM* my heart, 
* what cat* this no* waau ?— 1 Itaow h£si voies,— I tap* 
8D. aew misfortune bring* htm a* tb*» bout. 

^«*4 HoU your taag*e> you, fcolUh bafff— ~h<flli 
be glad t» fee mc*--Brotl»f Fejfck, bwrtfe&p F<whVJ 

-Eater Quidnunc. . 

QuiJ. Brother FaeMr, 1 gin* 7091 j*s^Tfcs> fftabfe 
demolifh'd — (5ww) Britons ftrike home, revenge, &Q. 

/fcak Lack-a-day, Mr Quidnunc* how can you fcrvc 
me thus? 

Qwdu Suraja Dowh is no mjNfe 

Feeb. Poor man! he's ftark-ftaring mad. 

Quick Our men diverted thentfelms wi*h killing their - 
bullock* and their camel*, ttU they d&edged the. enemy 
from the o&agon, and the ccmntcrfearpj and tb* bung- 
lo— 

Ft*k I'll hear the rtft t**a»rrow »*«ung-— OW ¥m* 
ready to die* - 

$£$id> Odihean man, be of good cbeev— ~&hc new nan 
bob, Jafier Ally Cawny has acceded to a treaty; and the. 
Englifh Company have got all theit rights m the. Phir* 
maud and the HuAbttUworuaM. 

Fes6. But dear heart, Mr Quidnunc* why an^J to \m~ 
difturb'd for this? 

Quid. We had but two feapoys killed, three chokcya», 
four gaul- walls, aad two %sm\d*r%^—(Ssng*) Britons > 
never (hall be flaves! 

Fceb. Would not to-morrow morning, do as well for. 
this? 

Quid. Light up your windows, man 1 light up your* 
windows* Chandernagore is taken. 

Feeb. Well, well, i'm glad of it— Good night. [Going. 

Quid. Here, here's the Gazette,— 

Feeb. Oh J I (hall certainly faint. [Sjti d*m* 

Quid. Ay, ay, fit down, and I'll read it to you. (Reads.) 
Nay, don't run away — I've more news to tell you; there's 
an account from Williamfburgh in America— The fu* 
perintcadani of Indian affairs—— 
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Feeb. Dear Sir,, dear Sir— [Avoiding hinu 

Quid. He has fettled matters with the Cherokees — 

[Following him* 

Feeb. Enough, enough— [From him. 

Quid. In the fame manner he did before with the Ca- 
tabaws. [After him* 

Feeb. Well, well, your fcrvant.— [From him* 

Quid. So that the back inhabitants— [After him. 

Feeb. I wifh you would let me be a quiet inhabitant 
in my own houfe. 

Quid. So that the back inhabitants will now be fe- 
cur'd by the Cherokees and Catabaws. 

Feeb. You'd better go home, and think of appearing 
before the commiflioners. 

Quid. Go home ! no r no, I'll go and talk the matter 
over at our coffee-houfe: 

Feeb. Do fo r do fo*— 

Quid, (returning. ) Mr Feeble— I had a difpute about 
the balance of power pray now can you tell— 

Feeb. I know nothing of the matter— 

Quid. Well, -another time will do for that — 1 have a 
great deal to fay about that— (Going, returns.) Right, 
I had like to have forgot, there's an erratum in the laft 
Gazette— 

Feeb. With all my heart 

Quid. Page 3, line ift, col. ift and 3d, for bombs read 
hams. 

Feeb. Read what you will 

Quid. Nay, but that alters the fenfe, you know- 
Well, now your fervant. If I hear any more news, I'll 
tome and tell you. — 

Feeb. For Heaven's fake, no more 

.Quid. 1*11 be with you before you're out of your firft 
fieep- 

Feeb. Good- night, good-night [Runs off* 

Quid. I forgot to tell you — the emperor of Morocco 
is dead, (Bawling after him. ) So — —now I've made him 

happy I'll go and knock up my friend Razor, and 

make him happy too — and then I'll go and fee if any - 
body is up at the coffee- houfes— and make them all hap- 
fly there too. [Exit Quidnunc*. 

ScEN£ r 
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Scsiibj A Street. AJhaWy Houfi with a Barber's tde 
up — and Candles burning on the outfide. 

Enter Quidnunc, with a dark lanthorm 

Quid. Ah, friend Raoov ! he has a great refpec% 

for a rejoicing night- Who knows but he ha* heart 

fame mote particular*.—— 

Razoc Ming out at the Window* 

Baz. Anwil 

grid. Friend Razor. 

Raz* My Mailer Qutdminc! Ilmr rejoicing for the new* 
—will you partake of a pipei— I'll open the door*, 

Quid* Not now, friend Raaor. 

Raz. I've fomething to. tell you — P1L cone down. 

Quid* This may be wosth: flaying for What cao* 

he have heard? 

Enter Razor, a Pipe in his Mouth, and a. Tankard fabis. 
Hand. 

Ravu Say, here's to you* Mailer Quidnunc* 

Quid. What have you heard h What have you heanJ I 

Raz. The aonfuners of oats ane to meet next week. 

QpiJ. Tkofa coiifumert of oats, have heen meeting any 
lime the& ten year* to ray kaawlcdge,. aad I ntf er oom'c 
find what they are about. 

Raz. Thinga an't rights I fear—kl eaough t* put 
dawn at body** i^iriu— [iJWtob. 

Quid* No, nothing to fear— I can tell you fome goad. 
news— -a certain great potentate hat not heard high>attfr 
the Loud know* whet*. 

Ross. That puts a body in fpiritsagain. (^Drinks*) Hev** 
drink, No wooden flioes*, 

Quid. Witkallmy Imit^XMnb.) Goodliquor Ait* 
Mailer Raaor, of a cold night. 

Raz. Yes, I put a quartern of Britiih brandy iumy bed* 
«»-whu f— — Do you know what a rebel my wife iut 

Quid. A rebel! 
" Raz. Ay, a. rebel— - 1 earned Bttietecn<* pence halfc 

Siany to-day,, and flie warned to lay out all that gnat 
m upon the children— whu— but I bougkt tbofe candka. 
for the good of my country, to rejoice with, at a body 
may £ay— -a lktle Virginy for my pip c v dad. tkia fva 
-of bot — wbttr— « 

Quid, 
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Sbuii. Ay, jcu'tc w tboneft wan: and if efetylxxdf 
did like you and me, twhat a nation we fhou'dbel— 

Raz. Ay, <very true-*- [£4***/ Ar/ Am/* 

Quid. 1 can giwe you ike Gazette to .road. 

-Rtfz. Can you! a thoufand tboake— I'll take it 
tame to yau when d have (done.-- 

^Driuks, jmiftagger* 

Quid. Friend ftacoc, youfbegin to he a Ik tie in for't. 

Raz. Yea, S have a whirHgigg x>f a head— ^but a 
body ihou'd get drank ibme times, for -the good of one!t 
country. 

&uhL Wall, I ihallbc at home in half an hour! 
Hark ye. 

Raz. ■ ■ Anani 

Quid. I have made a rare. dtfoorery— - Florida will be 
able to fupply Jamaica with ipeatifor rJie4r.winterViiring» 
I .had it from a deep politician. 

Rez. Ay ! I am .glad the poor people of Jamaica will 
have Florida. peat to bunu— - [Exeunt* 

Scene, The Ufhel/ferer's Houfe. 

£nter Belmour and Harriet. 

Har. Mr Belmpur, pray Sir— — I defire, 6k, tyou'H 
not follow me from room 'to room. 

Bel. Indulge me but a moment. 

Har. No, Mr Belmour, I've feen too much of your 
temper I'm touch'd beyond all enduring at your un- 
manly treatment. 

•Bel. Unmanly, Madam! 

Har. Unmanly, Sir, to pre fume upon the misfortunes 
of tmy family, and infult me with the formidable me- 
naces that, " Truly you have done; you'll be no more 
a (lave to me." — Oh fie, Mr Belmour, I did not think 
a gentleman capable of it. 

lleL But you won't consider. 

Har. Sir, I wou'd have Mr Belmour nnderftand, that 
though my father's circumstances -are embarrafs'd, I have 
fiill' an 'uncle, who. can, and will place me in a ftatc of 
affluence; and then, Sir, .your, declarations — 

B$L My deareft Harriet, thay^were but hafty word** 
let.mejnow intreat you fuffer .me to .convey you hence, 
far from your father's roof, where ~we: may at length tn- 
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Yer\ Oh Madam, Madam, forgive me, my dear Ma'am 
-——I did ndt do h purpofe — I did tiot ; as I hope for 
mercy, I did not. 

&**&• Is the woman crazy? 

Ter. I did not intend to give it trim-— I would hate 
feen him gibbeted &&.— I fotmd tire letter in ycrarbed* 
chamber — I knew it was the fame I delivered tt> yun— 
and my curiofity did make me peep into ft. Says my 
curiofity, '* Now, Termagant, you may gratify your- 
*« fetf by Ending out the contents of that letter, which 
u you have fo violent an hclmrg for."— My turrofity 

did fay lb Atid then I t*wn my reipecl for yon did 

fay tof me, '*« Huffy, how dare you meddle with what 
*« does not "belong to yon ? Keep your dfi&nce, and let 
*« you* miftrefs's fecrets done. 19 And then trpon that, 
in comes my curiofity again, " Read it, I tell you, 
«« Termagant 4 a woman of *rprrit -fhcnild* know every 
" thing.*' *• Let it alone, you jade," fays my refpc&, 
*' it 'is as much as your place is worth." *« What %ni- 
•' ficatiori*s a place whh an old bankrupperP' fays my 
curiofity ; " there's more places than one ; and fo read 

« it, 1 tell you, Termagant.* 1 did read it, what 

could I do? — Heav'n help me 1 did Tead it*— I 

don't go_to deny it, I don't 1 don't 1 dWt — 

[Crying very 'bitterly. 

Quid. And I have read h too ; don't keep fuch aa 
uproar, woman. 

* Ter. And after T had read it, thinks me, I'll give 
« this to my roiftrefs again, and her geremanocus of a 
« father ihall never fee it — Arid fo, as my ill flairs would 
• have it, as I wa9 giving him a ntwfpaper, I run my 
« hand into the lion's mouth. [Crying. 

« Bel. What an unlucky jade me -has been. \Afiit. 

* Bar. Well, there's no 'harm done, Termagant j 
« for I don't want to deceive my father. 

Quid. ( Yes, but there is harm done.' (Knocking.) 
Hey, what's all this knocking? Stej> and fee, Ter- 
magant. 

Ter. Yes, Sir [£*#. 

'Quid. \ waiter from tfce cofivelrotfFe, mayhap, with 

fome news You fhall jgo to the round-hoeffe, fr/etid 

— £7i Belmour) — I'll carry you there myfclf j and who 

knows 
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knows but 1 may meet a £arliamejtf-»aa i& the fouad- 
houfe to tell him fome politics ? 

Enter RovewelU 

Rove. But I fay I will come iu ; my friend (han't be 
murder'd among (I you.* > 

ikA, '&death» Rovewell ! what bring* you here ? 

#*»*. I have been waiting iu a hackaey-caach for 
you thefe two hours; aadiplit me but I wa* afraid they 
had (matherM you between two feather-bods, 
Enttr Termagant. 

Ter. More misfortunes here comes the watch* 

Quid. The beik news, I ever heard. 
Enter Watchmen* 

Quid* Here, thieves, robbery* murder, I charge 'em 
both \ take 'em directly. 

Watch. Stand, and deliver in the king's name; feize 
'em* knock, 'em down ■ 

BeL Don't frighten the iady^-here's my fword— * 
I furrender. 

Rove. You fcouadreU— -^Stand off, rafcals 

Watch. Down with him — down with him. [Fight* 
Enter Razor with the Gazette iu his hand* 

Rax* What* a fray at my MaiUr Quidaunc's— knock 
him down— knock him down.. ■ 

[Fold* up the Gazette, puts him/elfin a boxing atti- 
tude ^ and fights with the Watchmen. 

Quid. That's right, that's right— hold him faft— . 
[Watchmen fetze Rove well. 

Rove. You have overpower'd me, you rafcals. 

Ter. I believe as fure as any thing, as how he's a 
highwarman, and as how it was he that robb'd the mail. 

Quid. What ! rob the mail, and Hop all the news- 
Search him fearch him he may have the letters 

belonging to the mail in his pockets now — Ay, here's 
one letter — " To Mr Abraham Quidnunc " — Let's fee 
what it is " Your dutiful fon, John Quidnunc." 

Rove. That's my name, and Rovewell was but affu- 
med. 

Quid. What, and am I your father ? 

Raz. {Looks at him.) Oh my dear Sir, {Embraces 
Urn and powders him all over) 'tis he fure enough - I * 
T 2 remember 
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remember the mole on his cheek 1 fhaved his firf 

I card. 

Qpid. Juft returned from the Weft Indies, I fuppofe? 

Rove . Yes, Sir ; the owner of a rich plantation. 

Quid* What, by ftudying politics ? 

Rove* By a rich planter's widow ; and I have now- 
fortune enough to make you happy in your old age. 

Raz. And I hope I (hall (have him again. 

Rove. So thou (halt, honeft Razor ■ In the mea* 
time, let me intreat you beftow my fifter upon my friend 
Bwlmcur here. 

Quid. He may take her as foon as he pleafes — 'twin 1 
make an excellent paragraph in the newfpapers. 

*Ter. There, Madam, calcine your perfon to him. 

Quid. What are the Spaniards doing in the bay of 
Honduras ? * 

Ro-Ce. Truce with politics for the prefent, if you pleafe, 

Sir We'll think of our own affairs firft— before we 

concern ourfelves about the balance of power, 

Raz. With all my heart : I'm rare happy. 

Come, Mr Quidnunc, now with news ha^ done, 
Blefs'd in your wealth, your daughter and your fonfc 
May difcord ceafe, faction no more be feen ; 
Be high and low for country, king, and queeiu 
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ScSNE, A Grove With a View of the river Lethe*. 

Charon and Ms o? dif covered* 

Charow. 

PRITHEE, philosopher, what grand affair ia tranfr 
a&ing upon earth? There is fomething of impor- 
tance going forward, 1 am fure ; for Mercury flew over 
the Styx this morning, without paying me the ufuai 
compliments. 

JEf. I'll tell thee, Charon; This is the anniverfary of 
the rape of Proferpine ; on which day, for the future, 
T £ Elut* 
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Fluto has permitted hek* to demand from him fomethiog 
for the beneHt of mankind. 

Char. I underftand you his majefty's paflion, by 

a long pofieffion of the lady, is abated ; and fo, like ,a 
mere mortal, he muft now flatter her vanity, and facri- 
£ce-his power, to atone for deficiencies— -But what 
has our royal miftrefs propofed in behalf of her favourite 
mortals ? 

JEfi As mankind, you know, are ever complaining 
of their cares, and diflatisfied with their conditions, the 
generous Proferpinehas begg'd of Pluto that they may 
have free accefs to the waters of Lethe, as a foveieign 

remedy for their complaints Notice has been already 

given above, and proclamation made : Mercury is to 
conducVthem to the Styx, you are to ferry 'em over to 
Elyfium, and I am placed here to diilribate the wa- 
ters. 

Char. A very pretty employment I fliall have of it, 
truly ! If her majefty has often thefe whims; 1 muft pe- 
tition the court either to build a bridge over the river, 
or let me refign my employment. Do their majefties 
know the difference of weight between fouls and bodies? 
However, I'll obey their commands to the bed of my 
power 5 I'll row my crazy boat over and-meet 'em ; but 
many of them will be relieved from their cares before 
they reach Lethe. 

jEf. How fo, Charon ? 

Char. Why, I mall leave half of 'em in the Styx ; 
and any water is a fpecific againft care, provided it.be 
taken in quantity. 

Enter Mercury. 

Mer. Awny to your boat, Charon ; there are fome 
mortals arriv'd, and the females among 'em will be very 
clamorous if you make 'em wait. 

Char. I'll make what hafte I can, rather than give 
thofe fair creatures a topic for converfation. 

\_Noife within, Boat, boat, bocdl 

Coming— coming Zounds, you are in a plaguy 

hurry, fure! No wonder thefe mortal folks have fo 
ir any complaints, when there's no patience among 'emj 
ii they were dead now, and to be fettled here for ever, 
dey'd be damo'd before they'd make fuch a rout to 
* come 
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come over—* But Care, I fuppofe, is thirfty ; and till 
« they have drench'd themfelves with Lethe, there will 

* be no quiet among 'em:' however, 1*11 e'en to work; 
and fo, friend jEfop, and brother Mercery, good bye to 
ye. . [Exit Charon. 

JEf, Now to my office of judge and examiner : in 
which, to the bed of my knowledge, I will act with im- 
partiality; for I will immediately relkve real objects, 
and only divert myftlf with pretenders. 

' Men Act as your wifdom directs, and conformable 
' to your earthly character, and we ihall have few raur- 
«■ murers. 

«■ JEf I ftiil retain my former fentiments, never to 

* refofe advice ^or charity to thofe that want either; 
' flattery and rudenefs mould be equally avoided ; folly 

* and vice mould never be fpared : and though by acting 
1 thus, you may offend many, yet you will pleafe the 

* better few ; and the approbation of one virtuous mind, 

* is more valuable than' all the noify applaufe and un> 

* certain favours of the great and guilty.' 

Men Incomparable JEfop! both men and gods ad- 
mire thee \ We mult now prepare to receive thefe mor* 
tate ; and, left the folemnity of the place mould ftrike 
'em with too much dread, I'll raife mufic mall difpel 
their fears, and embolden them to approach. 

SONG. 
Ye mortals whom fancies and troubles perplex, 
Whom folly mifguides, and infirmities vex; 
Whofe lives hardly know what it is to be bleflr, 
Who rife without joy, and lie down wKhout reft * r 
Obey the glad fummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the dream, and forget all your care. * 
II. 
Old maids fhall forget what they wifh for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 
The rake (hall forget how laft night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paffion enjoy'd: 
Obey then the fummons, to Letfye repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 
III. 
The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, - 
Or drench her fond fuo.l to forget her gallants; 

The 
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The troubled in mind (hall go cheerful away, 
And yefterday'a wretch be quite happy to-day; 
Obey then the fummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ftrcam, and forget all your care* 
JEf Mercury, Charon has brought over one mortal 
already ; conduct him hither. (Exit Mercury.) Now 
for a large catalogue of complaints, without the ae* 
knowledgment of one fingle vice.—-* Here he cornea— 
4 if one. may guefs at hit caret by hit appearance, he 
« really wantt the affiftancc of Lethe. 
* Enter Poet. 

* Poet. Sir, your humble fcrvant — your humble fer- 
' vant— your name is -/Efop~I know your pcrfon inti- 
4 mately, though I never faw you before ; and am well 
4 acquainted with you, though I never had the honour 
4 of your converfation. 

4 JEf You are a dealer in paradoxes, friend. 

4 Poet, I am a dealer in all parts of fpeech, and in 

* all the figures of rhetoricr— I am a poet, Sir— ~ 

* and to be a poet, and not acquainted with the great 
4 jEfop, it a greater paradox than— I honour you ex- 

* tremely, Sir; you certainly, of all the writers of and- 
4 quity, had the greateft, the fublimefit genius, the-— — 

* JEf. Hold, friend, I hate flattery. 

* Poet. My own tafte exa&ly, I aflure you— -Sir, so 

* man loves flattery lefs than myfelf. 

' Mf So it appears, Sir, by your being fo ready to 

* give it away. 

* Poet You have hit it,. Mr JEfop, you. have hit it*- 

* I have given k away indeed :— «•! did not receive one 
4 farthing for my laft dedication ;— and yet, would yon 
4 lieve it? I absolutely give all the virtues in heaven. 

* to one of the loweft reptiles upon earth. 

4 Mf 'Tis hard indeed to do dirty work for no* 
4 thing. 

4 Poet. Ay, Sir, to do dirty work, and ft.il! be dirty 
4 one's felf, is the ftone of Syfiphus, and the third cf 
4 Tantalus— — You Greek writers, indeed, carried your 
4 point by truth and fimplicity— They won't do now -a- 

4 days our patrons muft be tickled into generality— 

4 You gain'd the greateft favours, by Rowing your own 
4 merits; we can only gain the fmalleft, by 
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* thole of other people. You flourifhM by truth, we' 

• ftarve by fi&ion ; tempera mutantur. 

* JFf Indeed, friend, if we may guefs by your pre~ 
fent plight, you have proftituted your talents to very 
little purpofe. 

* Poet. To very* little, upon my word — but they fliall 
find that I can open another vein— Satire is the fa- 
fhion, and fatire they (hall have-— Let 'em look to it ; 
1 can be (harp as well as fweet— I can fcourge as well 
as tickle 1 can bite ae— — 

* JEf You can do any thing, no doubt. But to the 
bufinefs of this vifit, for I expecH a great deal of com- 
pany—What are your troubles, Sir ? 

* Poet. Why, Mr ^Efop, 1 am troubled with an odd 
kind of diforder — I have a fort of a whiftling — a fing- 
ing — a whizzing, as it were, in my head, which I 
cannot get rid o f ■ ■ 

* JEf Our waters give no relief to bodily diforders;. 
they only affect the memory. 

' Poet. From whence all mydiforders proceed 

I'll tell you my cafe, Sir You muft know, I wrctc 

a play fome time ago; prefented a dedication of it to 
a certain young nobleman — He approved and accepted' 
of it; but before I could tafte his bounty, my piece 
was unfortunately damn'd.— I loft my benefit: nor 
could I have recourfe to my patron ; for I was told 
that his lordflup played the belt catcall the firft night, 
and was the merrieft perfon in the whole audience* 

* JEf Pray, what do you call damning a play? 

€ Poet. You cannot poflihly be ignorant what it is to 
be damn'd, Mr -5£fop? 

« JEf Indeed I am, Sir— We had no fuch thing a- 
mong the Greeks. 

« Poet. No, Sir! — No wonder then that you Greeks- 
were fuch fine writers It is impoffible to be defcri- 

bed, or truly felt, but by the author hirafelf If 

you could but get a leave of abfence from this world 
for a few hours, you might perhaps have an opportu- 
nity of feeing it yourfelf There is a fort of a new* 

piece comes upon our ftage this very night, and I am 
pretty furc it will meet with its deferts 5 at lcaft it (halt 

4 not. 
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*ot wtnt my helping hand* rathe* than* you, feoutt be 
difappointed of fatiafymg your curiofity. 

« .*££ You are very obliging, Sir— But to yoor own 
misfortunes* if you pkafc. 

' Poet. Envy, malice, and party, deftroy'd me— Yo\* 
mud know. Sir, X wa» a great damaer nayfelf before 
I was damn' d ■■ So the frolic* of my youth were re- 
turn'd to rue with double intereft from my brother au- 
thor* But» to fay the truth, my performance was 

terribly handled before it appea* *d in public. 

*Mf. How fo, pray? 

* Poet. Why, Sir, fame fiquearpaJa friends of mite 
prun'd it of all the bawdy aad immorality} the a&ora 
did not fpeak a line of the fenfe of fentimenti aod the 
manager (who writes hirnfelf ) (truck out all the wit 
aod humour, ia order to lower my performance to a 
level with his own. 

* J£f. Now, Sir, I am acquaiated with your cafe, 
what have you to ptopofc? 

1 /W. Notwithftanding the fuccefs of my firft play, 
i am flrongly perfuaded, that my next may defy the 
feverity of critics, the fneer of wite, and the malice of 
authors* 

*jEfi What! have you been hardy enough to attempt 
another i 

* P*t. I muft eat, Sir— I muft li*« *-~but when I 
fit down to write, and am glowing with the heat of 
my imagi nation, then — thit damu'd whittling^—*)* 
whizzing in my head, that I told you of, fo diforders 
me, that I grow giddy— In fhort, Sir, X am haunted, 
as if were, with the ghoft of my deceas'd play ; aid 

its dying groans are for ever in my ears Now, Sir, 

if you will give me but a draught of Lethe, to forget 
this unfortunate performance, it will be of more real 
fervice to me than all the watets of Helicon. 

' J&f I doubt, friend, you cannot poffibly write bet* 
ter by merely forgetting that you have written' before! 
befides, i£ 9 when you drink to the forgetfulnefi of 
your own works, you ihould unluckily forget thofe of 
other people too, your next piece will certainly be the 
worfe for it. 

« Poet* 
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'ifag. Y^mrc certainly in tb* right*-— .Whatthtii 
4 would you advife rac tof 

c jfijC Suppofe you oouid prevail upon* the audience 
c to drink the water; their forgetting your former work 

* aiigbt he of wo fmafi advantage to your future fro- 

* du&ions. 

* Poet. Aih, Sir ! if I ootid tout do thai— but I am 
4 afraid — Lethe will never go down with the audience. 

4 JEf. Weil, finoc you are bent upon it, I Jhall in- 

* dulge ycra If yx>u pteafe to wa»lk i« that grove, 

* (wwich will afford you many iubye&s far your poetical 
' contemplation), till I have examined the reit, 1 will 

* <itfmiL you in yowf turn. 

* P0*/. And 1^ in return, Sir, will lot the world 
% know, in a preface to my next pierce, that your po- 

* litencfe is equal -to your lagadty, and that you are as 
' much the fine gentleman as the philofopher. 

[.Exit Poet. 

' JEf. Ob, your Servant, SaT , «— In the, name bf mi- 
sery and mortality, what have we here ! 

Ertter -an Old Man, fapported by a SsrvunU 

Man. Oh la ! ob, bids me ! I (hall never recover 

tbe fatigue Ha ! what are you, friend? are you the 

femoiie JEf op ? And are you fo kind, fo very good, to 
give people the water of f argetfukefe for nothing;? 

JEf. I am that perfon, Sir : but you fecra t© have no 
toeed of my waiters 4 for you muft have already outhVd 
your memory. 

JVfan. My memory is indeed impair 'd, it is not fo 
food as tt was ; but Ml 'it is better than I wtfh it, at 
lead i« Regard to one circuraftancc.: there is *>nc thing 
which ffcs«very heavy at my heart, aad which I would 
willingly forget. 

JEf What is it, pray > 

x Man. Oh la! oh!— I am horribly fatigtted— 

I am an old tnan, Sir, turn'd of ninety — - We arc all 
mortal, you know ; fo I would fain forget, if you pleafe, 
— — t-that I arm t o die. 

JEf My good friend, you have miftaken the wt«e 

trf the waters ; they cam cimfe ysw 10 fbeget only what 

is paft ; but if this was in their power, yon would fuvcly 

%ft yam own aewray, vn -dcAring to imget what ought 

4 tt 
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to be the only comfort of one fo poor and wretched at 
you feem. What, I fuppofe now you have left fome 
dear loving wife behind, that you -can't bear to think of 
'parting with ? 

Man. No, no, no ! I have buried my wife, and 
forgot her long ago. 

' JEf What, have you children then, whom you are 
unwilling to leave behind you ? 

Man. No, no, no j I have no children at prefont 
■ hugh — I don't know what I may have. 

JEf. Ie there any relation or friend, the lofs of 
whom 

Man. No, no : 1 have outlivtd all my relations j 
and as for fritnds — I have none to lofe — 

JEf. What can be the reafon then, that, in all thit 
apparent mifery, you are fo afraid of death, which would 
be your only cure ? 

Man. Oh Lord ! I have one friend, and a true 

•friend indeed, the only friend in whom a wife man places 
any confidence— I have— get a little farther oft 

John — (Servant retires) 1 have, to fay the truth, a 

little money-— -—It ia that indeed which caufes all my 
■uneafinefa. 

JEf Thou never fpok'ft a truer word in thy life, old 
gentleman — (Jljide.) — But I can cure you of your ua- 
eafinefs immediately. 

O Man. Shall I forget then that I am to die, and 
leave my money behind me ? 

,jgf No— ■ — but you fhall forget that you have it— 

which will do altogether as well One large draught 

of Lethe, to the forgetfulnefs of your money, will re- 
store you to perfe& eafe of mind ; and as for your bo- 
dily pams, no water can relieve them. 

Man. What does he fay, John — eh ? 1 am hard 

-of hearing. 

John, He advifea your worfhip to drink to forget 
your money. 

Man. What! — what! will his drink get me 

money, does he fay ? 

JEf No, Sir, the waters are of a wholefomer nature— 
for they'll teach you to forget your money. 

Man* Will they fo— Come,, come, John, we 

3 arc 
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arc got to themrrong place— ^-The poor old fool here 
docs not know what he fays ■ Let us go back again, 
John 111 drink none of your waters, not I For- 
get my money.! — Come along, John. [Exeunt* 
: . JEf Was there ever fuch a wretch ! — If thefc are the 
cares of mortals, the waters of oblivion cannot cure 
them. 

Re-enter Old MIn and Servant. 

Man. hook ye, Sir, I am come a great way, and 
am loth to refufe favours that coft nothing — fo 1 don't 
care if I drink a Kttle of your waters Let me fee- 
ay— I'll drink to forget how I got my money — and my 
fervant there, he mall drink a little, to forget that I 
have any money at all— ——And, d'ye hear, John— take 
a hearty draught. If my money muft be forgot, why 
e'en let him forget it. 

Mf Well, friend, it (hall be as you wou'd have it— 
You'll find a feat in that grove yonder, where you may 
reft yourfelf till the waters are distributed. 

Man. i hope it won't be long, Sir; for thieves are 
bufy now — and I have an iron cheft in the other world, 
that I fliou'd be forry any one peep'd into but myfelf— 
So pray be quick, Sir. [Exeunt. 

JEf Patience, patience, old gentleman— But here 
comes fomething tripping this way, that feems to be 
neither man nor woman, and yet an odd mixture of 
both. , 

Enter a Fine Gentleman. 

F Gent. Harkee, old friend, do you ftand drawer 
here? 

. JEf. Drawer, young fop ! —Do you know where you 
are, and whom you talk to ? 

F Gent. Not I, dem me 1 But 'tis a rule witji me, 
wherever 1 am, or whofoever I am with, to be always 
eafy and familiar. ' 

JEf. Then let me advife you, young gentleman, to 
drink the waters, and forget that eafe and familiarity* . 

F Gent. Why fo, daddy ? would you not have me 
well-bred ? 

JEf Yes ; but you may not always meet with people 
fo polite as yourfelf, or fo paffive as 1 am ; and if what 
you call breeding fliou'd be conftru'd impertinence, you 

Vol. I. U may 
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may have a return of familiarity may make you repent 
four education at long as you live. 

F Gent. Well faid, old dry-beard ! egad yon have a 
{mattering of an odd kind of a fort of a humour : but 
come, come, prithee give me a giafe of your waters, and 
keep your advice to yonrfelf. 

JEf I mud firft be informed, Sir, for what purpofc 
you drink 'em. 

FGent. You muit know, phttofopher, I want to for- 
get two qualities— my modefy and my good nature. 

JEf. Your modefty and good-nature! 

FGent. Yes, Sir— -I have fuch a con fum mate mode- 
fly, that when a fine woman (which is often the cafe) 
yields to my addreffes, egad I run away from her ; and I 
am fo very good-natured, that when a man affronts me, 
egad I run away too. 

JEf As for your modefty, Sir, I am afraid you arc 
come to the wrong waters ;— and if you would take a 
large cup to the forgetfulnefs of your fears, your good- 
nature, 1 believe, will trouble you no more. 

F GenU And this is your advice, my dear, eh ? 

JEf My advice, Sir, would go a great deal farther— 
I fhould advife you to drink to the forgetfulnefs of every 
thing you know. 

FGent. The devfl yon would ! then I fhouM have 
travell'd to a fine purpofc, truly: You don't imagine, 
perhaps, that I have been three years abroad, and have 
made the tour of Europe ? 

JEf Yes, Sir, I gueis'd you had travell'd, by your 
drefs and con ver fat ion : But pray (with fubmifiion) 
what valuable improvements have you made in thefe tra- 
vels? 

F Gent* Sir, I leafnt drinking in Germany; mufic 
atnd painting in Italy $ dancing, gaming, and fome other 
amuferoents, at Paris \ and in Holland— faith nothing 
at aU I brought over with me the beft collection of 
Venetian ballads, two eunuchs, a French dancer, and a 
monkey, with tooth-picks, pictures, and burlettas — In 
fliort, I have fkim'd the cream of every nation, and have* 
tke confolation to declare, I never was in any country in 
my life, but. I had taile euough thoroughly to*defpife 
any own. 

JEf. 
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Mf Your country is greatly oWig*d to you— But if 
you arc fettled in it now, how can your tafte and deli* 
cacy endure it? 

F Gent. Faith, my exiftence is merely fupportcd by 
amufements : 1 drefs, vifit, ftudy taftc, and write fun- 
nels ; by birth, travel, education, and natural abilities, 
I am intitlcd to lead the faihion ; 1 am priacipal con- 
noifleur at all au&ions, chief arbiter at affemblies, pro- 
ftffcd critic at the theatres, and a fine gentleman— every 

where 

Mf Critic, Sir! pray, what's that? 
F Gent* The delight of the ingenious, the terror of 
poet 8, the fcourge of players, and the averfion of the 
▼ulgar. 

Mf Pray, Sir, (for I fancy your life muft be fame* 
what particular), how do you pafs your time? the day, 
for iuitance? 

FGenU 1 lie in bed all day,. Sir. 
Mf How do you fpend your evenings then ? 
F GenU 1 drd's in the evening, and go generally be* 
hind the fcenes of both playhoufes; not, you may ima- 
gine, to be diverted with the play, but to intrigue, and 

(how royfelf. 1 ftand upon the ftage, talk loud, and 

ftaie about— which confounds the a&ojrs* and difturba 
the audience: upon which the galleries, who hate the 
appearance of one of us, begin to hifs, and cry off t off; 
while J, undaunted, {lamp my foot fo— loll with my 
(boulder thus— take (huff with my right hand, and fmile 
fcorn fully— thus — This exafperates the favages, and they 
attack ua with volleys of fuck'd orange* aad half-eaten 
pippins '■ 

Mf And you retire? 

F Gent. Without doubt, if I am fober— for orange 
will ftain filk, and an apple may disfigure a feature. 

Mf ) am afraid, Sir, for all this, that you are oblig'd 
to your own imagination for more than three-fourths of 
your own importance. 

F Gent. Damn the old prig, I'll bully him. (Afide. ) 
Lookee, old philofopher, 1 find you have pafs'd your 
time fo long in gloom and ignorance below here, that 
our notions above-ftairs are too refined for you ; fo, as 
we are not likely to agree, 1 (hall cut matters very (hort 
U* with 
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with yon— —Battle me off the waters I want* or yon 
fhall be convinc'd that I have courage, in the drawing of 
a cork— Difpatch me inftantly, or I (hall make bold 
to throw you into the river, and help myfelf— What 
(ay you to that now, eh? 

JEf Very civil and concife! I have no great inclina- 
tion to put your manhood to the trial; fo if you will be 
pleas'd to walk in the grove there 'till I have examined 
Jbme I fee coming, we'll compromife the affair bctweem 
us. 

FGcnt. Yours, as you behave— -au revoir! 

{Exit Fine Gent. 
Enttr Mr Bowman (baftify. ) 

J»W« Is your name JEf op? 

JEf It is, Sir— Your commands with me? 

E?w. My Lord Chalkfione, to whom 1 have the ho- 
nour to be a friend and companion, has fent me before, 
to know if you are at leifurc to receive his Lordihip. , 

JEf I am placed here on purpofe to receive every mor- 
tal that attends our fummons— - 

Aw. My lord is not of the common race of mortals, 
1 allure you; and you muft look upon this vifit as a par- 
ticular honour; for be is fo much afflicted with the gout 
and rheumatiun, that we had much ado to get him across 
the river. 

JEf His lordihip has certainly fome preffiag occafioa 
for the waters, that he endures fuch inconveniences to 
get at them. 

• B*w. No occafion at all His legs indeed fail him 
a little, but his heart ia as found as ever— Nothing can 
hurt his fpirit8; ill or well, his lordihip is always the bcft 
company, and the merrieft in his family. 

JEf I have very little time for mirth and good com- 
pany ; but I'll leffcn the fatigue of his journey, and meet 
him halfway. 

Bona His lordihip is here already There's a fpirit, 

Mr iEfop! — there's a great man!— See how fuperior he 
is to bis infirmities i fuch a foul ought to have a better 
body. t 

Enter Mercury nvitb Lord Chalkftone. 

L Chalk. Not fo faft, monfieur Mercury — you are a 

little 
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Iittk too nimble for me. Welly Bowman, hare you found 
the pbilofopher? 

Bono. This is he, my lord, and ready to receive your 
commands. 

L Chalk. Ha, ha, ha! There he is profe&o!— » toujour* 
lememe /— -{Looking at him through a glafi.)—\ (hould 
have known him at a mile's di fiance— a moil noble per* 
faiage indeed!— -and truly Greek from top to toc» m 
Moft venerable JEfop, I am, in this world and the other* 
above and below, yours moft (incerely. 

JEf. I am yours, my lord, as fincercly ; and I wi(h it 
was in my power to relieve your misfortune. 

L Chalk. Misfortune !— what misfortune ?— I am 

neither a porter nor a chairman, Mr JEfop My legs 

can bear my body to my friend* and my bottle: I want 
no more with them;, the gout is welcome to the reft— 
eh, Bowman? 

Bona. Your lordmip ta in fine fpirits> 

JEf Does not your lord&ip go through a great deal 
of pain? 

L Chalk. Pain! Ay» and pleasure too*— eh, Bowman? 
—When I'm in pain, I curie and fwear ft away again; 
and the moment it is gone* I lofe no time ;, I drink the 
feme wines, eat the fame dimes, keep the fame hours, 
the fame company ; and not wit nft an ding the gravity of 
my wife doctors, I would not abftain from French wines 
and French cookery, to five the fouls and bodies of the 
whole college of phyficians. 

JEf. My lord has fine fpirits indeed ! [7i Bowman. 

L Chalk. You don't imagine, philofopher, that I have 
hobbled here with a bundle of complaints at my back* 
My legs, indeed, are fbmething the worfe for wear: but 
your waters, I ftippofe, cannot change or make 'em bet* 
ter ; for if they could, you certainly would have tried 
the virtues of 'em upon your own— eh, Bowman? ha> 
ha, ha! 

fionv. Bravo, my lord, bravo! 

JEf. My imperfections are from head to foot, as well 
as your lord/hip's, 

L Chalk. I beg your pardon there, Sir: though my 
body's tmpair'd— my head is as good as ever it was;, and 
•*> a proof of this, I'll lay you a bundled guia«a#— 

U| JEfl 
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jrf Docs your Lordfhip propofe a wagef as a proof 
of the goodnefs of your .head ? 

L Chalk. And why not ?— Wagers are now-a-dayi 
the only proofs and arguments that are made ufe of by 
people of fafhion. All difputes about politics, operas, 
trade, gaming, horfe-racing, or- religion, are determi- 
ned now by fix tofour % and two to one ; and perfons of 
quality are by this method monVagreeably released from 
the hardihip of thinking or reafoning upon any fubjecL 

JEf Very convenient truly i 

L Chalk. Convenient ! aye, and moral too This 

invention of betting, unkown to you Greeks, among 
many other virtues, prevents bioodmed, aud preferves 
femily-affc&ions 

JEf Prevents bioodfhed! 

L. Chalk. I'll tell you how-— When gentlemen quar- 
relled heretofore, what did they do? they drew their 

f words— I have been run through the body myfelf ; 
but no matter for that—- What do they do now?— they 
draw their purfes— before the lie can be given, a wager 
is laid; and fo initead of relenting, we pocket our af- 
fronts. 

JEf. Moft cafuiftically argued indeed, my Lord; but 
how can itpreferve family -affections? 

- L Chalk. I'll tell you that too An old woman 

you'll allow, Mr -<Efop, at all times to be but a bad 
thing— What fay you, Bowman ? 

Bow. A very bad thing indeed, my Lord. 
• L Chalk. Ergo, an old woman, with a good confuta- 
tion, and a damn'd large jointure upon your eftate, is 
the devil— My mother was the very thing— and yet ' 
from the moment I pitted her, I never once wifh'd hcr^ 
dead, but was really uneafy when the tumbled down 
Hairs, and did not (peak a Angle word for a whole fort- 
sight. 

JEf Affeftionate indeed !— IJut what does your Lord* 
fhip mean by pitted her ? 

L Chalk. 'Tis a term of ours upon thefe occafions — 
I back'd her Hfe againft two old countefles, an aunt of 
Sir Harry Rattle's that was troubled .with an afthma, 
my fiat landlady at Salt-hill, and the mad woman at 
Tuabridgej at five hundred each per annum : She out- 

liv*d 
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Iiv'd 'em all but the laft; by which means I hedgM off 
a damn'd jointure, made her life an advantage to me, 
and fo continued my filial affedions to her laft. moments* 

JEf I am fully iatisfied— - and in return, your Lor&- 
fliip may command me. 

L Chalk* None of your waters forme;— damn 'em 
all ; I never drink any but at Bath i I came merely 
for a little converfation with you, and to fee your Ely- 
fian fields here— (Looking about through hit glafs) — which 
by the bye, Mr JEfop, are laid out moft detcftably 
No tafte, no fancy in the whble world!—— Your river 
there— what d'ye call 

JEf Styx 

L Chalk. Ay, Styx Why, 'tis as ftrait as Fleet- 
ditch— You (hould have given it a ferpentine fweep* 
and Hoped the banks of it— The place, indeed, has very 
fine capabilities ; but you (hould clear the wood to the . 
left, and clump the trees upon the right. In fhort, the 
whole wants variety, extent, contrail, and inequality.—- 
{Going towards the Or cheflra> flops fuddenly, and looks in* 
to the Pit.) ' Upon my word, here's a very fine hah-hahi 
and a moft curious collection of evergreens and flow'r- 
ing fhrubs 

JEf We let nature take her courfe; our chief enter- 
tainment is contemplation, which I fuppofe is not al- 
lowed to interrupt your Lordfhip's pleafures. 

I* Chalk. I beg your pardon there— No man ha* 
ever ftudied or drank harder than I have— -—except my 
chaplain \ and I'll match my library and cellar againft 

any nobleman's in Chriftcndom Shan't I, Bowman* 

th! 

Bo*w. That you may indeed, my Lord j— and I'll go 
your Lordfhip's halves, ha, ha* ha! 

JEf If your Lordfhip would apply more to the firft, 
and drink our waters to forget the laft 

L Chalk. What, relinquifh my bottle ! What the 

devil ihall I do to kill time then? 

JEf Has your Lordfhip no wife or children to enter- 
tain you? 

L Chalk. Children! not I, faith -^My wife has, for 
ought I know— I have not feen her thefe feven years-— 

JEf You furprife me! 

Z. 
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L Chalk. 'Tis the way of the world, for all that— *— 
I married for a fortune ; (he for a title* When we both 
had got what we wanted, the fooner we parted the bet- 
ter— We did fo; and arc now waiting for the happy 
moment, that will give to one of us the liberty of play- 
ing the fame farce over again— Eh, Bowman? 

Bow. Good, good! you have puzzled the phflofb* 

P nen ' 

JEf. The Greeks cfteem'd matrimonial happinds their 

JuittMUm QOttWM* 

L Chalk. More fools they! 'tis not the only thing 

they were miftaken in My brother Oick, indeed, 

married for love; and he and his wife have been fatten- 
ing thefe five and twenty years upon their fummum bo- 
pum, as yon call it They have had a dozen and a 
half of children, and may have half-a-dozen more, if as> 
apoplexy don't ftep m and interrupt their fummum bo- 
mum — Eh, Bowman? ha, ha, ha! 

Bonu. Your Lorduip never faid a better thing in your 
life. 

L Chalk. 'Tis lucky for the nation, t» be fure, that 
there are people who breed, and are fond of one ano- 
ther—One man of elegant notions is fufficient in a fa- 
mily; for which reafon 1 have bred up Dick's eldeft foo 
my (elf— and a fine geutleman he is— is not he, Bow- 
man ? 

Bonv. A very fine gentleman indeed, my Lord. 

L Chalk. And as for the reft of the- litter, they may 
fondle and fatten M^on fummum bonum, at their loving 
parents have done before 'em. 

Bow. Look there, my Lord— I'll be hang'd if that 
is not your Lordraip's nephew iu the grove. 

JEf 1 dare fwear it is. He has been here juft now, 
and has entertained me with his elegant notions. 

L Chalk. Let us go to him: I'll lay fix to four that 
he has been gallanting with fome of the beauties of anti- 

}uity — Helen or Cleopatra, 1 warrant you — Egad, let 
,ucretia take care of herfelf ; fhc'H catch a Tarquin, I 

can tell her that He is his uncle's own nephew, ha, 

ha, ha! Egad, I find myfelf in fpirits; I'll go and 

coquet a little myfelf with them Bowman, lend me 

your arm ; and you> William, bold me up a little— 

(wa- 
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(William treads upon his to*/.)— Ho— damn the fellow* 
Be always treads upon my toes — Eugh — I fhan'tbeable 

to gallant it this half hour- Well, dear philofopher, 

— difpofe of your water^to thofe that want it— —There 
is no one aft ion of my life, or qualification of my mind 
and body, that is a burden to me : and there is nothing 
in your world or in our9, L have to wifh for, unlefs that 
you could rid me of my wife, and furnifh- me with a 
better pair of legs — Eh, jtawman^-t-Come along, come 
along. 

Bow. Game to the lad, my Lord. 

[Exeunt L Chalk, and Bowman. 

JEf. How flattering is folly ! his Lord (hip here, fup« 
ported only by vanity, vivacity, and his friend Mr Bdw- 
man, can fancy himfelf the wife ft, and is the happieft of 
mortals. 

« Enter Mr and Mrs Tatoo. 

4 Mrs Tat. Why don't you come along, Mr Tatoo? 

* what the deuce are you afraid of? ■ , '_ 

* JEf Don't be angry, young lady; the gentleman 
' is your hufband, I fuppofe. 

* Mrs Tat. How do you know that, eh?— —What, 
' you an't all conjurers in this world, are you? 

* JEf. Your behaviour to him is a fufficient proof of 

* his condition, without the gift of conjuration. 

* Mrs TaU Why I was as free with him before mar- 

* riage as I am now ; I never was coy or prudifh in my 
' life. 

* JEf. I believe you, Madam ;— ►pray, how long have 

* you been married? You feem to be very young, 

* lady. 

* Mrs TaU I am old enough for a hufband, and have 
1 been married long enough to be tired of one* 

* JEf* How long, pray ? 

4 Mrs TaU Why, above three months : I married Mr 

* Tatoo without my guardian's confent. 

* JEf. If you married him with your own confent, I 
4 think you might continue your affection a little longer. 

* Mrs TaU What fignifies what you think, if I don't 
1 think fo ? • We are quite tired of one another, and 
1 are come to drink fome of your Le Lethaiy— 

•Lc«. 
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Lcthily, 1 think they call it, to forget one another 

tod be unmarrie d again. 

9 JEf The waters can't divorce you, Madam ;— -and 

you may eafily forget him without the aififtance of 

Lethe. 

+ Mrs Tat. Ay! how fo? 

• JEf By remembering continually he is your hut 
band} there arc federal ladies have' no other receipt— ■• 
But what doet the gentleman fay to this? 

* Mrs Tat. What figr.ifies what he fays? — I an't fo 
young and fo foolim as that comes to, to be directed 
by my huiband, ot to care what either he fays or you 
fay. 

. * Mr Tat* Sir, I was a drummer in a marching regi- 
ment when I ran away with that young lady — I im- 
mediately bought out of the corps, and thought inyfelf 
made for ever ; little immaglning that a poor vain fel- 
low was pur chafing fortune at the expeuce of his bap- 
pi nefs. 

* JEf 'Tis even fo t friend; — fortune and felicity are 
as often at variance .as map and wife. 
« Mr Tat. I found it fo* Sir-- — This high life (as 
I thought it) did not agree with me;-*— I have not 
laugh'd* and fcarcely flcpt, fince my advancement • and 
unlefs your worftiip can alter her notions* I waft e'ea 
quit the bleffinga of a fine lady and her portion* and, 
for contents have recourfe to etghtpencc a-day ant 1 
my drum again. 

* JEf rVay, who has advU'd you to a feparation ? 

* Mrs Tat. Several young ladies of my acquaintance; 
who tell me, they are not angry at me for marrying 
him, but being fond of him I have married him ; and 
they fay I mould be as complete a fine lady as any of 
'em, if 1 would but procure a feparate divorcement* 

' JEf Pray, Madam, will you let me know what you 
call a fine lady ? 

' Mrs Tat. Why, a fine lady, and a fine gentleman, 
are iwo of the fineft things upon earth 
4 JEf. I have juft now had the honour of knowing 
what' a fine gentleman is ; fo, pray, confine yourfdf 
to the lady. 

* Mrs Tat. A fine lady, before marriage, lives with 

* her 
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• her papa and mamma, who breed her up till ihe learn 8 

• to defpife 'em, and refolves to do nothing they bid 
< her ; this makes her fuch a prodigious favourite, that 
4 ihe wants for nothing. 

JEf So, lady. 

* Mrs Tat. When ©fice me is her own miftrefs, theft 

• comes trie pfaafurc ! ■ < ■ ■ ■ 
4 JEf Pray let us hear. 

* Mrs Tat. She lies in bed all morning, rattles about 

• all day, and fits up all night ; (he goes every where, 

• and fees every thing ; knows every body, and loves 

• nobody ; ridicules her friends, coquets with her lovers, 

• feta 'em together by the ears, tells fibs, makes mif- 

• chief, buys china, cheats at cards, keeps a pug-dog, 
4 and hates the parfon ; fhe laughs much, talks loud, 

• never bluraes, fays what (he will, dots what fhe will, 
' goes where fhe will, marries whom fhe phcafes, hates 
4 her hufband in a month, breaks his heart in four, be* 

• comes a widow, flips front her gallants, and begins the 

• world again There's a life for you ; what do you 

4 think of a fine lady now? 

4 JEf. As 1 expected You are very young, lady ; 

4 and, if you are not very careful, your natural propcri* 
' fity to noife and affectation will run you headlong iu- 

• to folly, extravagance, and repentance. 

* Mrs Tat, What would you have me do ? 

JEf. Drink a large quantity of Lethe to' the iofs of 
4 your acquaintance ; and do you, Sir, drink another to 
4 forget this falfe ftep of your wife ; for whilft you re- 

• member her folly; yon can never thoroughly regard 
4 her : and whilft you keep good company, lady, as you 
4 call it, and follow their example, you can never have 
4 a juft regard for your hufband ; fo both drink and be* 
4 happy. 

* Mrs Tat. Well, give it me whilft I am in humour, 
4 or I (hall certainly change my mind again. 

JEf. Be patient till the reft of the company drink, 
4 and divert yourfelf in the mean time with walking in 
4 the grove. 

4 Mrs Tat. Well, come along, hufband, and keep me 
4 in humour, or I (hall beat you fuch an alarum as you 
4 new beat in all your life. [£x. Mr and Mrs Tatoo.» 

Enter 
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Enter Frenchman, (JingingJ) 

French. Monfieur votre ferviteur— pourquoi nt re- 
pondez vous pas ? — Jc dig qui je fuis votre ferviteur-— 

JEf. I don't underftand you, Sir 

French. Ah lc barbare ! i\ ne parle pas Francois 
Vat, Sir, you no fpcak de French tongue ? 

JEf No really, Sir, I am not fo polite. 

French. En verite, Monfieur iEfop, you have not 
much politefTe, if one may judge oy your figure and ap- 
pearance. 

JEf. Nor you much wifdom, if one may judge of your 
head by the ornaments about it. 

French. Qu'cft ccla done ? Vat you mean to front a 
man, Sir? 

JEf No, Sir t , 'tis to you I'm fpeaking. 

French. Vel, Sir, I not a man ? Vat is you take me 
for? Vat, Ibeaft? Vat, Ihorfe? Parblieu! . 

JEf. If you infill upon it, Sir, I would advifc you to 
lay afide your wings and tail, for they undoubtedly ec- 
lipfe your manhood. 

French. Upon my vard, Sir, if you treat a gentil- 
bom me of my rank and quality comme 9a, depend upon 
it, I (hall be a litel en cavalier vit you. 

JEf Pray, Sir, of what rank and quality are you ? 

French. Sir, 1 am a marquis Francois ; j'entends let 
beaux arts, Sir ; I have been an avanturier all over the 
varld; and am a prefent en Angleterre, in England, vere 
I am more ho n ore and carets den ever I vas in my own 
countrie, pr inteed any verc elfe ■ 

JEf And pray, Sir, what is your bufinefs in Eng- 
land? 

French. I am arrive dere, Sir, pour polir la nation— 
de Inglis, Sir, have too much- a lead in deir heels, and 
too much -a tought in deir head ; fo, Sir, if I can lighten 
bote, I (hall make dem tout-a-fait Francois, and quite 
.anoder ting. 

JEf And pray, Sir, in what particular accomplifii- 
ments does your merit confift? 

French. Sir, I fpeak de French, j'ai bonne addreffe, 
I dance un minuet, I fing des litel chanfons, and I have 
— une tolerable affurance : En fin, Sir, my merit con- 
fift in one vard— I am foreignerc— and cntre nous— vile 
I de 
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delngtis be fo great a fool to love de foreigner? better 
-dan demftlves, de foreignere vould ftill be more great a 
fool, did dey not ieave dtir own counterie, vcre dey have 
noting at all, and come to Inglaude, vere dey vant for v 
-noting at all, pardie— — Cela n'eft il pas vrai, Monfieur 
^Efop? 

JT/ Well, Sir rfB what 48 your bufinefs with me ? 

French. Attendez en feu, you fhaM hear, Sir — I am 
in love \it de erande fortune of one Inglis lady; and de 
lady, (he be m love with my qualite and bagatelles. 
Now, Sir, me vant twenty or tirty douzains of your 
vaters, for fear I be oblige to leave Inglande, before I 
Lave fini dis grande affaire. 

JEf Twenty or thirty dozen ! for what i 

French. For my crtditeurs ; to make 'em forget de 
vay to my logement, and no trouble me for de future. 

JEf What J have you fo many creditors ? 

French. So many! begar 1 Lave 'em dans tous lea 
-quartiers de la ville, in all parts of the town, fait— 

Jif Wonderful and furprifing ! 

French. Vonderful ! vat is vonderful — dat I mould 
borrow money ? 

jEf. No, Sir, that any body fhould lend it you 

French. En verite vous vous trompez ; you do mif- 
take it, mon ami : If fortune give me no money, nature 
gives me dca lalcns; j'ai des talens, Monfieur JEfop* 

vech are de fame ting Par example: de Inglifman 

have de money, I have de flatter ie and bonne addrefle* 
apd a little of dat from a French tongue is very good 
credit and fecurite fur toufand pound — Eh bien done! 
fai i have dis twenty or titty douzains of your vatcr J 
Ouy, on non ? 

JEf* *Tis ioipoifiblc* Sir. 

French. Impoflible ! potirquoi done ? vy not ? 

JEf Bccaufe, if every fine gentleman, who owei mo- 
ney* ihould make the fame demand, we fhould have no 
water left for our other cuftomers. 

French. Que voulez vou que je fafle done ? Vat mull 
I do den, Sir ? 

JEf* Marry the lady as foon as you can, pay your debts 
with part of her portion, drink the water to forget your 

Vol. '• X *xtro 
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extravagance, retire with her to your own country, and 
be a better oeconomiil for the future. 

French. Go to my own conterie ! — Je vous demand* 
pardon, I had much rather ftay vere I am; — I cannot go 
dere, upon my vard— — 

JEf Why not, my friend? 

French. Entre nous, I had much father pafs for one 
French marquis in Inglandc, keep bonne compagnie, 
manger des delicatefles, and do noting at ail, dan keep 
a (hop en Provence, coupei and friffer le* chevaux, and 
live upon foupe and fallade de reft of my life— 

JEf 1 cannot blame you for your choice ; and if other 

people are fo blind not to diitinguifh the barber from 

the fine gentleman, their folly mult be their punifhmeiit 

and you (hall take the benefit of the water with 

them 

French. Mqnfieur <£fop, fans flattcrie ou complements, 
I am your very humble fcrviteur — Jean Frifferon en Pro- 
vence, ou le marquis de Pouville en Angletcrre. 

\Exlt 1'renchman. 

JEf Shield and defend mc 1 a fine lady! 
Enter Mrs Riot. 

Mrs Riot. A monfler ! a filthy brute ? Your water- 
men are as un polite upon the Styx as upon the Thames 
—Stow a lady of famion with tradefmens wives and me- 
chanics — Ah! what's this? Scrbeerus, orPiutus! {feeing 
JEfop.) Am I to be frighted with aU the monfters of 
this internal world! 

JEf. What is the matter, lady? 

Mrs Riot. Every thing is the matter ; my fpirits are 
wncompos'd, and every circumftance about mc iu a per- 
fect dilemma. 

JEf What has diforder'd you thus? 

Mrs Riot. Your filthy boatman, 6carroon, there. 

JEf Charon, lady, you mean. 

Mrs Riot. And who are you, you ugly creature you? 
if I fee any more of you, I fhall die with teme rity. 

JEf The wife think me handfome, Madam. 

Mrs Riot. I hate the wife : But, who are you? 

JEf I am JEfop, Madam, honour'd this day by Pro- 
.ferpine with the diftribution of the waters of Lethe ; 
command me. 

4 Mrs 
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Mrs Rht. Show me to the pump-room, .then, fellow 

• Where's the company?— I die in folitude. 

JEf What company? 

Mrs Riot. The beft company; people of fafhion! the 
beau monde ! Show me to none of your gloomy fouls ; 
who wander about in your groves and ftream«— (how me 
to glittering balls, enchanting mafquerades, ravifltiag 
operas, and all the polite enjoyments of Kyfian. 

JEf This is a language unknown to me, lady — No 
fuch fine doings here, and very little good company (as 
you call it) in Elyfwm— 

Mrs Riot. What ! no operas ? eh ! no Elyfian then I 
{Sings fantqflicaiiy in Italian.) * 'Sfortuato Monticelli! 
• banifh'd Elyfian, as well as the Hay-Market!' Your 
taite here, I fuppofe, rifes no higher than your Shake- 
fpeans and your Johnfons; oh you Goats and Vandils ! 
In the name of barbarity, take 'cm to yourfclves; we are 
tir'd of 'em upon earth — One goes indeed to a playboufe 
ibmetiraes, becaufe one does not know how die one can . 
kill one's time — Every body goes, becaufc — becauie-*- 
all the world's there — but for my part — Call Scarroon, 
and let him take me back again ; I'll ftay no longer here 
— Stupid immortals!. 

JEf You ate a happy woman, that have neither cares 
nor tollies to difturb you. ' 

Mrs Riot. Cares! ha, ha, ha! Nay, now I matt laugh 
in your ugly fa.ee, my dear : What carta, does your wtT-: 
cfom think, can enter into the circle of a fine lady's en- 
joyments? ^ 

Mf By the account I have jufc heard of a fine lady's 
life, her very pleafures are both follies and cares; fo 
drink the water, and forget them, Madam. 

Mrt Riot. Oh gad t that wa* fa like my hufhand 
now — Forget my fellies-! forget the fafhion! forget my 
being, the very quincetence and croptity of a fine ladyt 
the fellow would make me as great a brute as my huf- 
hand. 

JEf You have a huiband then, Madam? 
Mrs Riot. Yes — I think fo — a hufband and no huf- 
band— Come, fetch me fome of your water; if I muft 
forget fomething, I had as good forget him, for heto 
grown infufferable o' late. 

X a JEf 
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JEf. I thought, Madam, you had nothing to complain- 
•f— — 

Mrs Riot. One's hufband, you know* is alraoft next to 
aothing. 

JEf How has he offended, you? 

Mrs Riot, The man talks of nothing but his money, 
and my extravagance-— won't remove out of the filthy 
city, tho' he knows 1 die for the other end of the town; 
nor leave off his nafty merchandifing, tho' I've laboured 
to convince him he lofes money by it* The man was 
once tolerable enough, and let me have money when I 
wanted it: but now, he's never out of a tavern; and is 
grown fo valiant,, that, do you know— he has prefum'd 
to contradict me, and refufe me money upon every oc- 
cafioru 

JEf And all this without any provocation on your 
fide? 

Mrs Riot. Laud! how (houU) I provoke him ? I Id- 
dom fee him, very feldom fpeak to the creature, unlefs I 
want money ; befidcs, he's out all day— 

JEf And you all night* Madam: Is it not fo? 

Mrs/Riot. I keep the bed company, Sir, and day-light 
is no agreeable fight to a polite afTembly: the fun is very 
well an\comfortable, to be fure, for the lower part of 
the creation ; but to ladies who have a true tafte of plea- 
fure, wax-candles, or no candles, are preferable to all the 
fun-beams in the univerfe— , . 

JEf Prepofterous fancy ! 

Mrs Riot. And fo, mod delicate fweet Sir, you don't 
approve my fcheme ; ha, ha, ha ! — Oh you ugly devil 
you ! have you the vanity to imagine people of fafhion 
will mind what you fay? Or that to learn politencfs and 
breeding, it is neceflary to take a leffon of morality out 
of -£fop's Fables— Ha, ha, ha ! ' 

JEf It is neceflary to get a little refle&ion fomewhere; 
when thefc fpirits leave you, and your fenfes are forfeit- 
ed, what muft be the confluence?— 

Mrs Riot. Oh, I have the beft receipt in the world for 
the vapours; and left the poifon of your precepts fhoula 
taint my.vivacity, 1 mull beg leave to take it now by way 
of anecdote* 

JEf Oh, by all means. — Ignorance and vanity! 

Mn 
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Mrs Riot. (Drawing out a card.) Lady Rantaa** 
compliments to Mrs Riot. 

SONG. 
The card invites, in crowds we fly, 
To join the jovial rout, full cry ; 

What joy, from cares and plagues all day^ 
To hie to the midnight hark-away ! 
II. 
Nor want, nor pain, nor grief, nor care, 
Nor dronifh hufbands, enter there ; 

The brifk, the bold, the young, and gay>. 
All hie to the midnight hark-away. 
III. 
Uncounted ftrikes the morning- clocks 
And drowfy watchmen idly knock; 

Till' day-light' peeps? we fport and play, 
And roar to the jolly hark-away. • 

IV. 
When tiVd with* fportv to bed we creep, 
And" 1 kill the tedious day with fleep ; 
To-morrow's* welcome call obey, 
And again to the midnight hark-away. 
TliereV a life for you* yon old fright ! fo trouble youtf 
head' no more about your betters-*— 1 am fo perfectly fa* 
tisfied with- myfelf, that I will not alter an atom of me, 
for all you can fay \. fo you may bottle up your phtlo- 
fophical waters for your own ufe, or for the fools that 

want 'em Gad's my life ! there's Billy Butterfly iri 

the grove 1 muft-go to him- — we mall fo rally your 

wifdom between us — ha, har, ha !' 

The brifk, the bold, the young, the gay,. 
All hie to the midnight hark-away. 

\ExitJinging+ 
jpf Unhappy woman ! nothing can retrieve tier * 
when the head has o*ice a wrong bias, Jtis evcrobftinate 
in proportion to its weaknefs : But here comes one who 
has no occafion for Lethe to make him more happy than 
he is. 

Enter Drunken Man and Taylor.' 
IX Man. Come along, neighbour Snip; come along*. 
taylor; don't be afraid of hell before you die, yoa 
fiuv'ling dog you. 

x 3 r*A 
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« Tayl. For heaven's fake, Mr Riot* don't be foboi- 

• fterous with me, left we (hould offend the powers be- 

• low.' 

JEf What in the name of ridicule have we here I—* 
60, Sir, who are youi 

J) Maa. Drunk — very dnink, at your ferrice. 

JEf That's a piece of information 1 did not want. 

D Man. And yet 'tis all the information I can give 
you. 

JEf Pray Sir, what brought you hither ? 

D Man* Curiofity, and a hackney- coach*. 

JEf* I mean, Sir, have you any occallon for my wa- 
ters? 

D Man, Yes, great occafion y if you'll do me the fa- 
vour to quality them with fome good arrack and orange- 
juice. 

JEf Sirf 

D Man. Sir! — Don't ftare fo, v oId gentleman— let us 
have a little conversation with you. 

JEf I would know if you have any thing opprefle* 
your mind and makes you unhappy. 

D Man. You are certainly a very great fool, old gen- 
tleman ; did you ever know a man drunk and unhappy 
at the fame time ? 

m JEf Never otherwife ; for a man who has loft his 
ifenfes— 

D Man Has loft, the mod troublefome companions io 
the world, next to wives and bum-bailiffs. 

JEf But pray, what is your bufinefs with me \ 

D Man* Only to demonftrate to you that you are an. 
afs_ — 

JEf Your humble fervant. 

D Man. And to (how you, that whilft I can get fuch 
liquor as 1 have been drinking all -night* 1 mall never 
come for y^ur water- fpeciiks again ft care and tribula- 
tion : However, old gentleman, if you'll do one thing 
for me, I (han't think my time and conversation throws, 
away upon you. 

JEf Any thing in my power. 

D Man. Why, then, here's a fmall matter for you; 
and, do you hear me, get rae one of the belt whores ia 
your territories. 

JEf. 
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Jff What do you mean ? 

Z) jW**. To refrefh myfelf in the /hades here after 
my journey— Suppofe now you introduce me to Pro- 
ferpine ; who knows how far my figure and addrefs may 
tempt her ? Or if her majefty is over-nice, mow me but 
her maids of honour, and I'll warrant you they'll fnap 
at a bit of frefh mortality. 

JEf Monftrous ! 

D Man. Well, well, if it is monftrous, I fay no more 
— * if- her majefty and retinue are fo very virtuous' — I 
fay no more ; but I'll tell you what, old friend, if 
you'll lend me your wife for half an hour, when you 
make a viilt above, you (hall have mine as long as you . 
pleafe ; and if upon trial you mould like mine better 
than your own, you fhall carry her away to the devil 
with you, and ten thoufand thanks into the bargain. 

JEf This is not to be borne ; either be filent or 
you'll repent this drunken infolence. 

D Man* What a crofs old fool it is !— I prefume, 
Sir, from the information of your hump and your wif- 
dom, that your name is — is — what the devil is it ? 
JEf j&fop, at your fervice ■ 

D Man* The fame, the fame— 1 knew you well 
enough, you old fenfible pimp you. many a time has 
my flefh felt birch upon your account. Prithee what 
poflefs'd thee to write fuch foolifh old items of a cock 
and a bull, and I don't know what, to plague poor in- 
nocent lads with ? It-wa* damn'd cruel in you, let me 
tell you that. 

JEf I am. now convine'd, Sir, I have written 'em to 
▼cry little purpofe. 

D Man. To very little, I afliirc you— But never 

mind it Damn it, you are a fine old Grecian for all 

that— (Claps him on the back] — * Come here, Snip—- is 

* not he a fine old Grecian ? — And though he is not the 
' handfomeit or bed drefs'd man in the world, he has 

* ten times more fenfe than either you or 1 have—' 

Toy/. Pray, neighbour, introduce me. 

D Man* I'll do it Mr JEfop, this fneaking gen- 
tleman is my taylor, and an honeft man he was while he 
lov'd his bottle ; but fincc he turn'd Methodift, and 
took to preaching, he has cabbag'd one yard in fix 

from 



Tayl 



*>» LETHE. 

from all his cuftomers. Now yon know him, hear wliat 
he has to fay, while 1 go and pick up in the wood here. 
——Upon my foul, you are a fine old Grecian ) . 

lExit D. Mam 

JEf. (to Taylor*) Come, friend* don't be deje&cdt 
What is your bufinefs ? 

TayL I am troubled in mind. 

Is your cafe particular, friend ? 
'ayL No indeed, 1 believe it is pretty general in our 
parilh. 

JFf. What is it I fpeak opt, friend— 

TayL It runs contmuttty in my head that I anv— 

jFf. What? 

TayL A cuckold— 

jfjl Have a care, friend ; jealonfy is a rank weedV 
and chiefly takes root in a barren foil. 

Tayl. I am fure my head is full of nothing elfe 

JEf. But how came you to a knowledge of your mif~ 
fortune ? Has not your wife as much wit as you ? 

Tayt A great deal more, Sir ; and that is one reafoa 
for my believing myfelf difhonour'di 

jffir Though your reafon has fomeweigty in it, yet it 
does not amount to a conviction. 

TayL I have more to fay for myfelf, if your worihip 
will but hear me. 

JEfi I (hall attend to you. 

TayL My wife has fuch very high blood in h^r, that 
Jhe it* lately turn'd Papift, and is always- railing at me 
and the government.- — -The pridTand (he are conti- 
nually laying their heads together ;. and I am afraid he 
has perfuaded her, that it will fave her precious foul if 
Ale cuckolds a h retic t ay lor. 

JEf. Oh, don't think fb hardly of 'em. 

TayL Lord, Sir, you don't know what tricks are 
going forward above!. Religion indeed is the outfide 
•off, but wickednefs is the lining. 

j-f Why, you arena paflion, friend : if you would 
but exert yourfelf thus at a proper time, you might keep 
the fox from your poultry. 

TayL Lord, Sir, my wife has as. much paffion again* 
as 1 have ; and whenever fhe'* up, I curb my temper* 
fit down, and fay nothing. 
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JEf What remedy have yon to propofe for this mif- 
fortune? 

TayL I would propofe to dip my head in the river, to 
wafli away my fancies— and if you'll let me take a few 
bottles to my wife, if the water is* of a cooling nature, I 
may perhaps be eafy that way: but I ihall do as your 
worfhip pleafes. 

JEf I am afraid this method won't anfwer, friend*.— 
Suppofe, therefore, you drink to forget your fufpicions, 
for they are nothing more and let your wife drink to 
forget your uneafi nets— -a mutual confidence will fucceed, 
and cpnfequently mutual happincfs. 

TayL 1 have fuch a fpirit, X can never bear to be dis- 
honour' d in my bed 

Jff The wa'er will cool your fpirit ;?— and if it can 
but lower your wife's, the bnfinefs is done ■ Go for a 
moment to your companion,, and you ihall drink pre- 
sently ; but do nothing rafhly. 

TayL I can't help it; raihneis is my fault, Sir; but 
age and more experience, I hope, will cure me— Your 
fervant, Sir, — Indeed he is a fine old Grecian ! [JEx.TayL 

JEf Poor fellow, I pity him. 

Enter Mercury. 

Mer. What can be the meaning, JEfop, that there 
are no more mortals coming over ?— *1 perceive there is- 
a great buttle on the other fide the Sty*, and Charon 
has brought his boat over without pafiengers. 

JEf Here he is to anfwer for himfelf* 
Enter Charon laughing* 

Char. Oh» oh, oh ! 

Mer. What diverts you fo, Charon ? 

Char. Why, there's the devil to do among the mor- 
tals yonder; , they are altogether by the eartv 

JEf What's the matter? 

Char. There are fome ladies, who have been difputin^ 
fo long, and fo loud, about taking place and preceden- 
cy, that they have fet their relations a-tilting at one an- 
other, to fupport their vanity.— The ftanders-bye are 
fome of them fo frighted, and fome of them fo diverted, 
at the quarrel, that they have not time to think of their 
misfortunes ; fo I e'en left them to fettle their preroga- 
tives by themfelves, and be friends at their leifure>. 

Mer.. 
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PROLOGUE. 
Written and ipoken by Mr FOOTE. 

fJAPJPT my Mufe, badfbejitfl turn J her +rt, 

From humour* j dangerous path, to touch the heart* 
They nvho, in all the hlufler of blank verfe 
The mournful tales of love and *var rebearfe. 
Are fur e the critic s cenfure to efcape; 
Ton hifs not heroes mw, yon on ly ' g ape: 
Nor (fr angers quite to heroes, Mings, and queens) 
Dare you intrude your judgment on their fcenes, 
A different lot the comic mufe attends, 
tSbe is obliged to treat you tvith your friends: 
JWv/t fearcb the court, the forum, and the city ; 
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Yntb*s wild prof uf on y ib* avarice of age; 
Nay t bring tbe Pit itfclf upon tbejiage, 
Firfl to the bar Jbe turns ber various face; 
Mem, bem! Afy lord, I'm counfel in tbis cafeg 
And if Jo be your lordjbip Jbould tbinift, 
Wby to be Jure y my client muflfubmit: 
For wby y becau fc • Tben off Jbe trips agaln 9 
And to tbefons of commerce Jhifts berfcene: 
There, ivbiljl the griping fre, with moping ca*e 9 
Defrauds the ivorld bimfelf, t* enrich bis beir; 
Tbe pious boy 9 bis father's toil rewarding, 
For tboufand throws a main at Covcnt-Garden. 
Tbefe are tbe portraits -we're oblig 'd to Jboio : 
You are all judges if they're like or no: 
Herefoovld tve fail, fome other Jbafe tve' 11 try t 
And grace our future fcenes witb novelty* 
I have a plan to treat you witb Burletta, 
Tbat cannot mifs your tcfle, Miafpiletta. 
But Jbould the following piece your mirtb excite t 
From Nature* s volume toe *ll perff to write. 
Tour partial favour bade us frfi proceed; 
Tbenfpare tb* offender , Jince you urg'd tbe deed. 



ACT L 

Scene, A Room* 
Hartop and Jenkins difcovert&% 

Jenkins. 

I Should not choufe to marry into fock-a^fa- 
mily. 

Har % Choice, dear Dick, is very little •concerned in 
the matter ; and to convince you that love ib not the 
roiniftcr of my counfels, know, that I never faw but 
once the object of my pretent purpofe ; and that too at 
a lime, and in a circumftance, not very lively to ftamp 
a favourable imprcflion. What think you of a raw 
hoarding- fchool girl at Xincoln minfter, with a mind 
unpolifh'd, a figure uninform'd, and a fet of features 
tainted with the colours of her unwholeforhe food* 

Jenk. No very engaging object indeed, Hartop* 

Har* Your thoughts now were mine then ; but fome 
connections I have fince had with her father, have given 
birth to my prefent defign upon her. Yeu are no ftran- 

Vot. I. V gcr 
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;er to the fituation of my circumftances : my neighboar- 
ood to Sir Penurious Trifle, was a fufEcient motive for 
his advancing what money I wanted by way of mortgage | 
the hard terms he impofed upon me, and the little re- 
gard 1 have paid to ceconomy, has made it neceiFary for 
me to attempt, by fome fcheme, the re-eftablifhmcnt of 
my fortune. This young lady's firaplicity, not to call it 
ignorance, prefented her at onoe as a proper fubjeft for 
my purpofe. 

Jenk* Succefs to you, Jack, with all my foul 1 a fel- 
low of your fpirit and vivacity, mankind ought to fop- 
port for the fake of themfel ves. * For whatever Seneca 
and the fOther moral writers may have fuggefted ia 
contempt of riches, it is plain their maxims were not 
calculated for <the world as it now (lands. In days of 
yore, indeed, when virtue was call'd <wifdom> and vice 
folly, fuch principles might have been encourag'd: but 
as the preferrt fubje&s of our inquiry are, not what a 
man is, but what he has ; as to be rich, is to be wife 
and virtuous, and to be poor, ignorant and vicious; I 
heartily applaud your plan. 

* Har. Your observation is but too juft. And is it 
not, Dick, a little unaccountable, that we, who con- 
descend fo fervilely to copy the follies and fopperies of 
our polite neighbours, mould be fo totally averfe to 
an imitation of their virtues ? In France, Has he 
wealth ? is an interrogation never put, till they are 
difeppoiiited in their inquiries after the birth and wif- 
dom of a fafhionable fellow: but here, How much a- 
year ? — two thoufand— The devil 1 In what county ? 
Berkshire. Indeed i God biefs us! a happy dog! 

How the deuce come I to be intei efted in a man's 

fortune, unlefs I am his fteward or his taylor? In- 
deed, knowledge and genius are worth examining in- 
to ; by thofe my nnderftanding may be improv'd, or 
my imagination gratify'd: but why fuch a man's be- 
ing abk to eat ortolans, and drink French wine, is to 
recommend him to my efteem, is what I can't readily 
conceive/ 

Jenk. ' This complaint may with juftice be made of 
all imitations : the ridiculous fide is ever the obje& 
imitated. 4 But, < a truce to moralising, and to our 

'banned. 
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• baSnets.' Prithee, in tlit firft place, how can yofli gain 
admittance to your miflrefs? and, in the fecond, is th6 
girl independent cf her father ? His confeat, I fctppofe, 
you have no thought of obtaining. 

Bar. Some farther proposals concerning my eftate, 
fitch as an tncreafe of the mortgage, or an abfolute fale, 
is' a fufficient pretence For a vifit : and as to the cafo, 
twenty to my knowledge ; independent too, you rogue ! 
■and, befides, an only child, you know: and then, when- 
things are done, they can't be undone— and 'tis well 'tia 
no worfe — and a hundred fuch pretty pro verbs,, will, 'tis 
great odds, reconcile the old fellow at laft. Befides, my 
papa in paffh, has a foible, which, if I condefcend to hu- 
mour r I have bis foul, my dean. 

Jenk* Pvithree, now you are in fpirits, give me a port 
trait of Sir Penurious; though he is my neighbour, yet 
is he £o domeftic an. animal^ that I know no more of him 
than tBe common country- converfation, that he i*athrifty r 
wary man. 

Har, The very abftraA of penury! Sir John Cutler; 
with his t ran f migrated ftockings, was but a type of him. 
For inftanccy the barber has the growth- of his and his 
daughter's head once a~year r for (having the knight »nce 
a fortnight; bis moes are made with the leather of a 
eoach of his grandfather's, built iff the year One m t hi* 
male-fervant is footman, groom, carter, coachman, and? 
taylor* his maid employs her leifure hours in plain* 
workjor the neighbours* which Sir Penurious takes care* 
as her ktbou* is for his emolument, {hall be as many as 
poflible, by joining with his daughter in fcouring the 
rooms, making the beds, &c. — Thus much for his mo- 
ral chara&er. Then as to his intellectual, he is a mere 
charte blanche; the laft man he is with, muft afford him 
matter for the next he goes to : but a ftory is his idol;, 
throw him in that, and lie fwallows it; no matter what, 
raw or roafted, favoury or iniipid, dowu it goes, andl 
up again to the firft perfon he meets. It is upon, this 
bafis 1 found my favour with the knight, having ac- 
quir'd patience enough to hear his (lories, and equipp'd 
myfelf with a quantity fufficient to furnifh him. * HiV 
*• manner -is indeed peculiar, and for once QV twice eh— 

' • Y j « ***- 
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* tertaining enough. I'll give you a fpecimen — ' Is not 
that an equipage? 

< Jenk. Hey! yes faith; and the owner an acquaint- 
ance of mine : Sir Gregory Gazette, by Jupiter i and 
his fon Tim with him- Now I can match your knight. 
,He mull come this way to the parlour. We'll have a 
fcene; but take your cue; he is a country politician* 
Sir Gregory entering^ and Waiter. 

Sir Greg. What, neither the Gloucefter Journal, nor 
the Worcefter Courant, nor the Northampton Mercury, 
nor the Chefter? Mr Jenkins, I am your humble fervant: 
A ft range town this, Mr Jenkins, no news flirring, no 
papers taken in! Is that gentleman a ftranger, Mr Jen- 
kins ? Pray, Sir, not to be too bold, you don't come 
•from London? 

ffar. But lad night. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a»day, that's wonderful!. Mr Jcnkins f 
introduce me. 

Jenk. Mr Hartop, Sir Gregory Gazette. 

Sir Greg, Sir, I am proud to — Well, Sir, and what 
news? You come from Pray," Sir, are you a parlia- 
ment-man ? 

ffar. Not I, indeed, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Good lack! may be, belong to the law? 

Ear. Nor that. * 

Sir Greg. Oh, then in fome of the offices; the treafury, 
or the exchequer? 

ffar. Neither, Sir. 
. Sir Greg Lack-a-day, that's wonderful ! Well, but 
Mr Pray what name did Mr Jenkins, Ha — Ha— 

ffar. Hartop. 

Sir Greg. Ay, true !— What, not of the Hartops of 
Bofton ? 

ffar. No. 

Sir Greg. May be not. There is, Mr Hartop, one 
thing that I envy you Londoners in much — quires of 
newfpapers ! Now I reckon you read a matter of eight 
Iheets every day. 

ffar. Not one. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! — Then, may be, you are about 
court ; and fo being at the fountain-head, know what is 
in the papers before they are printed. 

ffar 
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Bar. I sever trouble my head about theau— An old* 
fool. 1 f^*'* 

Sir Greg. Good Lord t Your friend, Mr Jenkins, ia> 
veryelofe.. 

Jto«r..Why t Sir Gregory, Mr Hattop i* muck 19 the. 
foerets above } and it becomes a man to trufted lo be: 
wary,, you know. 

Sir Gregi May tit fo f maybefbv Wonderful! Ay, ay^ 
a great man, no doubt. 

Jenk. But I'll give hb a better infight into yonrr 
character^ and that will iaduoe him to throw off h» ree- 
fer ve. 

Sir Greg. May be fo : do, do \ - ay, ay» 

Jenk. Prithee, Jack, don't be fo crafty: fcdbigtt die 
knight's humour a little ; befides, if I guefa right, it 
may be neceffary for the conduct of your defign to ooaV- 
tra& avprt-tty ftricl: intimacy there. 

Hot. Well, do as you witt.. 

Jenk* Sir Gregory, Mr Hartop's ignorance of yow 
character made him a little (by in his replies : but you j 
will now find him. more communicative ; and, in youav 
ear — he is a treafure.; he is in all the myftcrics of 39*7 
vernment; at the bottom of every thing. 

Sir Greg. Wonderiu]! a treafure ! ay, may be fc* ' 

Jenk. And that you may have him to yourfelf> JL'H gsj» 
in fearch oi your fon. 

Sir Greg. Do fo, do fo ;. Tim is without ; jtA* oomsj- 
from bis unck Tregegle's at Menegi?y in Cornwall. TinU 
11 an honeft hid — do fo, do fo — (Exit Jenk.) — -Weil* 
Mr Hart op, and fo we have a peace, ladba-day; long— 
teoVd-for come at laft. But pray, Mr Hartop, how 
many- Hewfpapers may you have priflteJ in a week I: 

H*r. About an hundred and fifty* Sir Gregory., 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! and ali full, I i*<** 
lion ; full as an egg ; . nothing but news] Welly well, ¥ 
ftwfl go to London one of thefe days. A hundred. anoV 
fifty ! Wonderful! And pray, now, which do you fcckoau 
the beft? 

Hart Oh, Sir Gregory^. they* are as various in then** 
eaecelfeaci^s as their ufes. If you are inciin'd to blacken*, 
by a couple of lines, the reputation of' a neighbousv 
'•whofe.charadcr.neithcr you**nor his wjbokliioxaa pof— 
*'* Yifc ;• fitly/ 
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.* fMj rcftorc/ you may do it for two (hilling* in one 
paper: if you are difplaced, or difappointed of a place, 
a triplet againft the miniftry will be always well received 
at the head of another; * and then, as a paper of mora- 
« IflgVaJnufcmcnt, you hare the Fool. 

* * Sir Greg. The Fool ! good lack I And pray who 
. * and what may that fame Fool be? 

/ • ifar. Why, Sir Gregory, the author has artfully af- 

* fumed that habit, like the royal jeftera of old, to level 

* kit fatire with more fecurky to hlmfelf, and feverity 

* to others* 

Sir Greg. May be fo, may be fo t « The Fool ! ha* 

* hi, ha ! Well enough * a queer dog, and. no fool, I 

* warrant you. Killigrtw ; ah, I have heard my grand - 
4 father talk much of that fame Kjlligrew, and no fool.* 
But what's all this to news, Mr Ha r top ? Who gives 
us the bed account of the king of Spain, and the queer* 
ef Hungary, and thofe great folk*? Come now x you 
atnid give us a little news if you would ; come now— 
fnug !—rnobody by*. Good now* do i come, ever fo, 
fcttle. 

Jfat. Whys * 8 you» fo largely contribute to the fup* 
port of the government, k is but fair you ftiould know, 
jrhat they art about, We ace at prefent in a treaty with 
4he Pope. 

Sir Greg. With the Pope I Wonderful !. Good now* 
good now 1 How, how £ 

» Hotk We arc to yield him up a large track, of the* 
Tcrra-incognka, together with both the Needles, ScIUy. 
locks, and the Liaasd point,, on condition, that the Pre-*. 
tender; has the government of Lapirta* and the btfhop of 
Greenland fucceeds to St Peter's chair: he being, yon, 
know, a Froteftant, when pofTeffed of the pontificals* 
ifiues out a bull,, commanding all Catholics to be of hia. 
seligion :. they deeming the Pope infallible, follow hi* 
4ireak>as \ and thsn,. Sir Gregory > we axe all of one; 
mincL 

Sir Grq$K Good lack, good lack !' Rare news, rare 
sews* rare news! Tea millions of thanks, Mr Hartop. 
$ut might not 1 juft hint this to Mr Soakum, our vicar i 
Hwould rejoice bis heart. 

ifc*. Q fie, by. oa meaAi*. 

to 
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Sir Greg. Only a line— a little hint— Do now? 
. Har. Well, Sir, it is difficult for me ta refufe you any 
thing. 

Sir Greg. Ten thoufand thanks. Good now! the Pope 
— Wouderfui! I'll minute it down.— Both the Needles? 

Har. Ay, both. 

Sir Greg. Good now ; I'll minute it — the Lizard- 
point — both the Needles — Scilly rocks— bifhop of Green* 

land — St Peter's chair Why' then, when this is fi- 

niihed, we may chance to attack the great Turk, and ' 
have* holy wars again* Mr Haytop. 

Har. That's part of the fchenie* 

Sir Greg. Ah, good now ! You fee I have a- head'.!. 
Politics have been my ftudy many a day. Ah, if I had 
been iir London to improve by the newfpapers !. .They 
tell me Dr Drybones is to fucceed to the. biihopric o£~ 
Wifper. 

Har. No; Do6oir — 1— 

Sir Greg. Indeed! I was told by my landlord at Rofs, 
that it was between him and the dean of — 

Hat*. To my knowledge. 

Sir Greg. Nay, you know heft, to be fure. If it mould 
Hum ! here's Mr Jenkins and fon Tim — mum! Mb 
Jenkins does not know any thing about the treaty with; 
the Pope? , ~* ■ 

Har. Not a word. 

Sir Greg* Mum! 

Enter Tim. and Mr Jenkins* 

Jenk. Matter Timothy is almoft grown out o£ know* 
ledge, Sir Gregory.. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good n»w t ay, ay ;: lit weeds* 
grow a-pace. Son Tim,. Mr Hartop ;: a great man, child i- 
Mr Hartop, fon Tim. 

Har. Sir, I {hall be always glad to know every braach> 
that fpringfr from fo valuable a trunk as. Sir Gregory Ga~ 
aette. 

Sir Greg. May be fo. Wonderful! ay,, ay. 

Han Sir, I am glad to fee you* in Herefo'rdfliire!— 
Have you been long from Cornwall ? 

Tim. Ay, Sir \ a. matter, of four weeks or a months 
Kiore or lefs. 

£ir Greg. Well kid, Tim* Ay, ay,, aik Tim, any 

qua> 
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queftioas, he ca* anfwer for himfelf, Tiro, teH Sir Har- 
t*p all the news about the elections* and the tinners, 
and the tides, and the roads, and the pilchards. I want 
a few word* with my Matter Jenkins. 
' Har. You have been fa long abfitnt from yeur native 
country, that you have almoft forgot it. 

Tim. Yea tee. I ha* beea at uncle Tregegfc'e a 
Matter of twelve or a dozen year, more or lefe. 

Har. Then I reckon you were quite inpatient to fee 
your papa and mama? 

Tim. No fure, not I. Father feat for ne to uncle- 
Sure Menegizy is a choice place ! and I could a* ftay'd: 
there all my born days, more or lefo. 

Har. Pray, Sir, what were your a rnu foments? 

Tivu Nan? what d'ye fay? 

Har. How did you divert yourfcH'? 

Tim. Oh, wc ha* paftimes enow there: — we ha* bhlS 
batting, and cock-fighting,, and homing, and hunting, 
and hurling, and wreftling. 

Har. The two laft are fports for which that country 
is very remarkable; — in thofc,. I prefume, you are very 
expert. 

Tim. Nan! What?' 

Har.. I fay you are a good wreftle*. 

Tim. Oh, yes fure, lean wrcftle well enow :— but we 
don't wreftle after your fafhion ; we ha* no tripping, fath 
and fole! we go all upon clofe hugs, or the flying roare« . 
Will you try a fall, Mafter?— I woa't hurt you, fath. 
and fole. 

Har. We had as good not venture though* But have* 
you left in Cornwall nothing: that you regret the lo& of. 
more than hurling and w*efUiog?i 

Tim. Nan! What? 

Har. No favourite fhe? 

Tint* Arra, I coupled Favourite and Jpwler together*, 
and fure they, tugg'd it all the wav up. Part with Ea*- 
vourite! no,. I thank you for nothing. You muft know 
tnurs'd Favourite myfetf:. uncle's. huntftnan was- goings 
to Mill-pond to drown all MuuVft. puppies, fo Ifoved: 
Die* But, fath, I'll tell you a comical ftovy ; at Lan— 
fton, they both broke ioofe, and eat a whole loin-a'-veal*, 
apjta leg of.beef; « Qii&l' how landlord fweajM 1 fa*h,. 
. ' thft: 



THE KNIGHTS. z6i 

^ "he poor fellow was almofl maz'd; if made roe die wi* 
laughing. • But how came you to know about our Fa- 
vourite? 

Har\ A circumftance fo. material to bis fon, could not 
cfcape the knowledge of Sir Gregory Gazette's friends. 
3But here you mi (look me a little, 'Squire Tim ; I meant 
--whether your affe&ions were not fettled upon fome pret- 
ty girl — Has not fome Cornifh lafs caught your heart? 

Tim. Hufh ! cod, the old man will hear; jog a tiny 
bit this way — won't a' tell father? 

Har. Upon my honour! 

Tim. Why then, I'll tell you the whole ftory, more 
or lefs. Do you know Mally Fengroufe? 

Har. I am not fo happy* 

Tim. She's uncle's milk-maid ; — (he's as handfome, 
Xiord! her face all red and white, like the in fide of a 
fhouldcr of mutton ; fo I made love to our Mally : and 
Juft, fath, as I had got her good-will to run away to 
Exeter and be married, uncle found it out, and fent 
word to father,* and father fent for me home;- — but I 
don't love her a bit the worfe for that. Bur, i'cod, if 
you tell father, he'll knock my brains out ; for he fays, 
I'll difparage the family, and mother's as mad as a 
March hare about it ; — fo father and mother ha' brought 
me to be married to fome young body in thefe parts. 

Har. What, is my lady here? 

Tim. No, furej dame Winnifred, as father calls her, 
could not come" along. 

Har. I am forry for that ; I have the honour to be a 
diftant relation of her lady (hip's. 

Tim. Like enough, fath! (he's a'-kin ta half the 

world I think. But don't you fay a word to father a- 
bout Mally Pengroufe. Hufh ! 

Jenk. Mr Hartop, Sir Gregory will be amongft us 
fome time— he is going with his fon to Sir Penurious 
Trifle's ; ■ there is a kind of a treaty of marriage on 
foot between Mifs Sukty Trifle and Mr Timothy. 

Har. The devil! {apart.) I (hail be glad of every 
circumftance that can make me better acquainted with 
Sir Gregory. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now; may be fo, may be 
fo! 

Tint. 
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Tim. Father, fare the gentleman fays as how mother 
mnd he are a-kki. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! Lack-a-day, lack-a-day! how, 
bow? I am proud to — but how, Mr Hart op, how? 

Har. Why, Sir, a coofin-german of my aunt's firi , 
hufbatxl, intermarry'd with a difta-nt relation of a colla- 
teral branch by the mother's fide, the Apprices of Lan- 
trindon ; and we have ever fince quartered in a 'fctft- 
cheon of pretence the three goat's tails rampaat, divi- 
ded by a cheveron, field-argent ; with a leek pendant in 
the dexter-point, to diftinguim the fecond houfe. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful ! wonderful ! nearly, nearly re- 
lated! Good now, good now, if dame Wimiifred wm 
here, (he'd make 'em all out with a wet finger;— -but 
they are above me. Prithee, Tim, good now, fee after 
the horfes — and, d'ye hear, try if you can get any newf- 
papers. 

77/».-Yes, father But coufin what-d'ye-calkam, 

fiot a word about Mally Pcngroufe. 

Har. Mum! lExil Tim. 

Sir Greg. Good now, that boy will make fome mis- 
take about the horfes now ! I'll go myfelf. Good now, 
no farther, ooufin ; if you pleaie, no ceremony— A hun- 
dred' and fifty newfpapers a week! « the Fool!' ha, ba, 
ha! wonderful* an odd dog/ [Exit Sir Gf€£ 

Jenk. So, Jack, here's a frefh fpoke in yoar wheel. 
tiar. This is a eurfed crofe incident. 
Jenk. Well, but fomething muft be done to fraftrale 
the fcheme of your new cofcifiVs. Can you think of no* 
, thing? 

Har. 1 have been hammering: pray, are the two knight 
intimate ? are they well acquainted with each other** 
perfon ? 

Jenk. Faith, I can't tell ; but we may foou know* 
Har. Cou'd you recommend me a good fpirked girl* 
who has humour and compliance to follow a few direc- 
tions, and understanding enough to barter a little incli- 
nation for 3,000/. a -year and a fool? 

Jenk. In part I guefs your defign; the man's daugb* 
ter of the houfe is a good lively lafs, has a fortune K> 
make, and no reputation to fofe: -I'll call her — Jenny! 
—but the enemy's at hand TU withdraw and prepare 

. J cfl0 S* 
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Jenny. When the wor&tpfnl fam% afre retired, I'll 

introduce the wench. [Exit Jenk* 

Enter Sir Gregory and Tim. 

Sir Greg. Pray, now, coufin* are you in friefldfhip 
with Sir Pemnriotis Trifle ? 

J&zr. I have the honour, Sir, of that gentleman's ate* 
quaiata&ce. 

oVr Greg. May befo, may be fo!— but, lack-a-day* 
coufin, is he fuch a mifer as folks fay? Good now, they 
tell me we fhall hardly have neceflaries for ourfelves and 
horfes at Gripe-hall ; " ■ ■ b ut as you are a relation, you 
ihould, good now, know the affairs of the family. Here's 
Sir Pehurious's letter; here, coufin. 

Mar, " Your overture I receive with pleafure, and 
** fhould be glad to meet you in Shro|)fhire."-'---I fancy, 
from a thorough knowledge of Sir Penurious's difpofi- 
tton, and by what I can collect from the contents of that 
letter, he would be much better pkafed to meet you 
here than at his own houfe. 

Sir Greg* Lacka-day, may be fo! — a ftrange man ! 
wonderful! But, good now, coufin, what muft we do? . 

Har. I this morning paid Sir Penurious a vifit ; and 
if you'll honour me with your commands, I'll 

Sir Greg. Wonderful! to-day! good now, that's 

lucky! coufin, you are very kind. Good now. I'll fend 
a letter, Tim, by coufin Haitop. 

Har. A letter from fo old an acquaintance, and upon 
fo happy an occafion, will fedure me a favourable recep- 
tion. 

Sir Greg. Good lack, good lack, an old acquaintance,- 
indeed, coufin Hartop ! we were at Hereford 'fize to- 
gether — let's fee, wonderful, how long ago? 'twas 

while I was courting Dame Winny, the year before I 

married — Good now, how long ? let's fee that year 

the hackney ftabie was built, and Peter Ugly the blind 
pad fell into a fa w- pit. 

Tim. Mother fays, father and fhe was marry'd the 
firft of April in the year ten ; and I knows 'tis thereabout, 
for I am two and thirty; and brother Jeremy, and Ro- 
ger, and Gregory, and fifler Nelly, were born'd before L 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now! how time wears 
awayl wonderful! thirty-eight years ago, Tim! I could 

not 
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»of hire thought it. But come in, let's fct about the 
letter. * But, pray, coufin, what diverfions, good now, 
4 are going forward in London ? 
- * Har. Oh, Sir, we are in.no diftrefs for amufement; 
< we have plays, balls, puppet- (hows, mafquerades, bull- 
4 baitings, boxings, burlettas, routs, drums, and athou- 

* fandothers. But I am in hade for your epifUe, Sir 

* Gregory/ 

Sir Greg. Coufin, your fervant. 

[Exit Sir Greg, and Tim. 
Har. I am your moil obedient — Thus far our fcheme 
fucceeds ; and if Jenkins's girl can affume the aukward 
pertnefs of the daughter, with as much fuccefs as I can 
imitate the fpirited folly of Sir Penurious the father, I 
don't defpair of a happy cataftrophe. 
* Enter Jenny, 

* Jenny, Sir, Mr Jenkins ■ 

« Har. Oh, child, your inftruclions (hall be admini- 
« fter'd within. 

* J enn y* Mr Jenkins has open'd, your dcfign, and I 
€ am ready and able to execute my part. 

* Har. My dear, I have not the lea ft doubt of either 

* your inclination or ability But, pox take this old 

' fellow ! what in the devil's name can bring him back ? 
4 Scour, Jenny. 

Enter Sir Gregory. 

* Sir Greg. Coufin, I beg pardon ; but I have a fa- 

* your to beg — Good now, could not you make intereft 

* at fome coffee-houfe in London, to buy, for a fmall 

* matter, the old books of newfpapers, and fend them 

* into the country to me? Thty would pafs away the 

* time rarely in a rainy day. 

* Han Sir, I'll fend you a cartload. 

* Sir Greg. Good nowi good now 1 . Ten thoufand 
1 thanks! — You arc a coufin indeed. But,' pray, coufin, 
4 let us, good now, fee fome of the works of that fame 

* Fool? 

4 Har. I'll fend them you all 5 but a— 

4 Sir Greg. What, all? Lack-aday, that's kind, 

1 coufin ! — »The Terra-incognita — both the Needles 

1 a great deal of that! But what bifhop is to he 

* Pope? 

2 J/*r. 
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« JKrr. Zounds, Sir, I am in hafte for yawr Utter— ■ 
1 When I return, afk as many qucftions 

« Sir Greg. Good «ow, good bow! that's. tru«— — 

* I'll in, and about it.~*— But, coujin, the Pope is not 
' to have Gibraltar? 

* J/ar^ No, no; darnn ife no! As none but the Fool 
' could fay it, fo none but -ideoU would believe hinu— . 

* Pray, Sir Gregory ~-*— 

' Sir Greg. Well, well, coufin, lack-a-day ! you are* 
4 fo-^but pray— — 

- Har. Damn your praying! If you dan't ftniih your 

* letter immediately, you may carry it yourfelft 

f Sir Greg. Well, well, coufin! Lack-a-day, you ajro 
4 in fucb a — good now! I go, I go. 

* Har. But if the truth ffcould be difcow'd, 1 (hall. 
€ be inevitably difappomted. 

« Sir Greg. But, coufin* are Sciily rocks— ^ 

* Har. I wifb they were in your, guts with all my heart. 

* I muA quit the field, I find. [Sxit* 
€ Sir Greg. Wonderful 1 good now^good now! apaf- 

4 donate man ! Lack-a-day, I a*n glad the Pope is not 
4 to have Gibraltar though.' [Exit* 

ACT II. 

Scene, Sir Gregory, and Tim reading Ne*ws to 6im 9 
discovered. 

Tim. /^Onftantinople, N. S. Nov. 15. the grand Seig- 
v_i niour 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day! good now, Tim, the politics*, 
child : and read the ftars, and the da(hes, and the blanks* 
as I taught you, Tim. 

Tim. Yes father — We can aflTure our readers, that th« 
D — dafh is to go to F blank : and that a certain noble 

L — is to refign his p e in the t y, in order ta. 

make r — m for the, two three ftars. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful ! good now, good now ! great 
news, Tim ! Ah, 1 knew the two three ftars would come, 
in play one time or other. This London Evening knows 
more than any of them. Well, child, Well, 

Tim. Fiom the D.J, 
Vol. I. Z Sir 
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Sir Greg. Ay, that's the Dublin Journal. Go on, 
Tim. 

Tim. Laft Saturday, a gang of highwaymen broke 
into an empty houfc on Ormond quay, and ftripp'dit 
of all the furniture. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, wonderful! To what a height 
thefe rogues are grown ! , 

Tim. The way to Mr Keith's chapel, is turn of 
your— » 

Sir Greg. P(ha! flap that, Tim; I know that road as 
well as the do&or ; 'tis in every time. 

Tim. J. Ward, at the Cat and Gridiron, Petticoat* 
Lane, makes tabby all over for people inclined to be 
crooked ; and if he was to have the univerfal world for 
making a pair of. days, he could not put better (luff in 
them— — 

Sir Greg. Good now; where's that, Tim? 

Tim. At the Cat and Gridiron, father. 

Sir Greg. I'll minute that: All my lady I lard's chil- 
dren, good now, are inclined to be crooked. 
Enter a Drawer. 

Draw. Sir, Mr Jenkins begs to fpeak with you. 

Sir Greg. Good now ; defire him to walk in. 
Enter Jenkins. 

Jenk. I thought U might not be improper to prepare 
you for a vifit from Sir Penurious Trifle. I faw him and 
his daughter alight at the apothecary's above. 

Sir Greg. What, they are come ? Wonderful ! Very 
kind, very kind, very kind, indeed, Mr — Come, Tim, 
fettle my cravat : .good now, let's be a little decent.— 
Remember your beft bow to your miftrefs, Tim. 

Tim. Yes, father; but muft not I kifs Mifs Suck! 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, ay, ay. Pray, is coufin Har- 
top come along? 

Jenk. I have not feen him ; but I fancy I had better 
introduce my neighbours. 

Sir Greg. Good now, would you be fo kind. (Exit 
Jenkins.) Stand behind me Tim. — Pull down your ruffles, 
child 

Tim. But, father, won't Mifs Suck think me bold if 
I kifs her chops the fir ft time? 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, noj Tim, no. Faint heart 

never 



i 

1 



> 



THE KNIGHTS. *6 7 

never won fair lady. Ha, Tim, had you bat fcen me 
attack dame Winny ! But times ar'n't as they were* 
Good now, we were another kind of folks in thofe days; 
flout hearty fmacks, that would ha 9 made your mouth 
water again ; and the mark flood upon the pouting lip 
like the print upon a pound of butter. But the mafter- 
nufTes of the prefent age go, lack-a-day, as gingerly 
about it, as if they were afraid to fill their mouths with 
the paint upon their. miftrelfes cheeks. Ah, the days I 
have feen ! ' 

Tim. Nay, father,. I warrant, if that's all, I kifs her 
hearty enow, fath and fole ! 

Sir Greg. Hum, Tim, hufh ! Stand behind me, 
child 

Enter Hartop as Sir Penurious Trifle, and Jenny as 
Mifs Sukey, and Jenkins. 

Sir Greg. Sir Penurious, I am overjoy 'd! Good 

now! 

Han Sir Gregory, I kifs your hand* My daughter 
Suck. . , 

Sir Greg. Wonderful J Mifs, I am proud to — Son Tim> 
-—Sir Penurious — Befl bow, child — Mifs Suck — 

Tim. An't that right father? [Kiffes her. 

Sir Greg. Good now* good now!' I am glad to fee you 
look fo welL You. keep your own, Sir Penurious* 

Har. Ay, ay, flout enough, Sir Gregory; flout enough,, 
brother knight ; hearty as an oak* Hey,. Dick ? Gad* 
now I talk of an oak, I'll you. a ftory of an oak. It will 
make you die with laughing. Hey, you Dick, you have 
heard it; (hall I tell it Sir Gregory? 

Jenk. Though I have heard it fo often, yet there is 
Something fo engaging in your manner of telling a ftory, 
that it always appears new. 

Sir Greg Wonderful! good now, good now; 1 love 
a comical ttory. Pray, Sir Penurious, let's have it.— 
Mind, Tim; mind, child. 

Tim. Yes, father; fath and fole, I love "a choice ftory 
to my heart's blood! 

Har. You, knight, I was at Bath laft fummer— a wa- 
ter that people drink when they arc ill* You have heard 
of the bath,. Dick? Hey, you! 

Z x Tinu. 
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Thru Ytt t lath, I know Bath ; I was there in my 
way up. 

&r Gw. Haft, Thn ; good now, hufh ! 

Har. There's a coffechoufe, yon — a place where peo- 
ple drink coffee and tea, and read the news. 

Sir Greg. Pray, Sir Penurious, how many papers may 
Iheytakein? 

tfar. Pflia ! damn the news ! rnind the ftory. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good" now! a bafty man, 
Tim! 

Har. Pox take yon both ! I have loft the ftory 

Where did I leave off, hey/you Dick ? 

Tito. About coffee and tea. 

Har. Right, you, right! true, true! So eced, yott 
kfright, 1 us'd to break Faft at this coffeehoufe every 
morning ; it coft me eightpence though, and I had al- 
ways a oreakfaft at home — no matter for that though » 
there I breakfafted, you Dick, ecod, at the fame table 

with lord Tom Truewit You have heard of Truewit, 

you, knight ; a droll dog ! You, Dick, be told us the 
ftory, and made us die with laughing. You have heard 
of Charles the Second, you knight; Ire wasfon of Charlei 
the Firft, king here in England, that was beheaded by 
Oliver Cromwell: So what does Charle3 the Second, 
you knight, do > but he fights Noll at Worcefter, a 
town ydn have heard of, not far off: but all would not 
do, you : *cod, Noll made him fcamper, rhadebim run, 
take to bis heels, yon knight. Truewit told us the 
ftory, made tfadfe with laughing,, A always breakfafted 
at the coffechoufe ; it coft me eightpence, though I 
had a breakFaft at home— —So what does Charles do, 
but hid hfrnfelfin an oak, an oak-tree, you, in a wood 
call'd Bofcobcl* from two Italian words, Bofco Bello, a 
fine wood, you; and off he marches; But old Noll 
would not let him come hdme ; tyx, faya he, you don't 

come here. Lord Tom told us the ftory ; made na 

die with laughing ; it coft me eightpence, though I had 
a breakfaft at home. So, you knight, when Noll dy'd, 
Monk there, you, afterwards Albemarle, in the north, 
brought htm back. So, you, the cavaliers, you have 
heard of them; they were friends to the Stuarts. What 
did they do, ecod, you Dick? but they put up Charles in 
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a- fign, the royal oak ; you have feen fuch figns at coun- 
try alehoufes : fo, ecod, you, what does a Puritan do— 
the Puritans were friends to Noll — hut he puts up the 
figrr of an owl in the ivy-bum, and underneath he writes, 
«« This is not the royal oak." You have feen writings 
under figns, you knight. Upon this, fays the royalifts, 
Ecod, this mud not be : So, you, what do they do, but r 
ecod, they profecuted the poor Puritan; but they made 
him change his fign though. And you, Dick, how 
d'ye think they chang'd it ? Ecod, he puts up the royal 
oak, and underneath he writes,* «• This not the owl in- 
«* the ivy-buft." It made us all die with laughing. 
JLord Tom told the (lory. I always breakfafted at the 
cofFeehoufe,. though- it coll me eightpence, and I had 
a breakfafl at home ;, hey, you knight ! what, Dick,, 
hey! 

Sir Greg; Good now, Good now! wonderful! 
Tint. A choice tale,, faith ! 

Jenk. Oh, Sir Penurious is a moft entertaining com* 
panion, that muft be allow'd. 

Sir Greg. Good now,, ay, ay, a merry man ! But,, 
lack-n-day, would not the young lady choofe a little re*- 

fre(hmcnt after her ride f fome tea or fome. 

Har. Hey, you knight! No, no ;. we intend to dine 
with. thee, man. Well, you, Tim, what doft think of 
thy father-in-law that is to be, hey ? A jolly cock, you 
Tim ; hey, Dick. But prithee,. boy, what doft do- with 
all this tawdry tinfel on? that hat and waiftcoat? 
Trafh, knight, trafh ! more in thy pocket and.lefs in 
thy cloaths ; hey, you Dick ! Ecod; you knight, I'll 
make you laugh : I went to London, you Dick, laft 
year, to call in a mortgage ; and what does me I, Dick,, 
but take a trip to a coffeehoufe in St Martin's Lane ; 
in comes a French fellow forty times as fine as Tim,- 
with his muff and parlevous, and his Frances ; and his 
head, you knight, as white with powder, ecod, you, as 
a twelfth cake : add who the devil d'ye think, Dick,, 
this might be, hey, you knight ? 

Sir Greg. Good now, an ambafiador, to be fure. 
^Har. Ecod, you knight, nor better nor worfer than 
Mynheer Vancaper, a Dutch figure-dancer at the opera-- . 
houfeiathe Hay -market. 

Z 3 Sm 
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Sir Gr*g. Wonderful ! good now, good* now ? 

Han Pfha ! pox, prithee, Tifti, nobody dreffes now* 
fell plain : look at me, knight % I am in the tip of the 
mode j now am I in full drefs ; hey Dick ? 

JenL You, Sir, don't want the aids of drefs ; but 
ia Mr Gazette* a little regard to that particular is but 
a neceflary compliment to his miftrefs. 

Har. Stuff, Dick, fluff! my daughter, knight,, hat 
fcad otherguefo breeding. Hey, you,. Suck, come for* 
ward. Plain as a pikeftaff, knight ; all as nature made 
her ; hey, Tim \ . no flams. Prithee, Tim, off with, 
thy hce, and burn it ; 'twill' help to buy the licence: 
• Ae'U not like thee a bit the better for that ;' hey, 
Suck I But you, knight ; ecod, Dick, a toaft and tan> 
kark would not be amifs after our walk \ hey, you ! 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now L' what you will, Sk 
Penurious* 

Har. Ecod, that's hearty, yon! but we won't part 
the young couple, hey. I'll fend Suck fome bread and 
chcefe in ; hey, knight ! at her, Tim. Come, Dick ;. 
tome, you knight. Did I ever tell you my courtfhip,. 
hey, Dick ? 'twill make you laugh. 

Jenk. Not as I remember. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, let's have it* 

Har* You know my wife was blind, you knight. 

Sir Greg. Good now, wonderful ! not I. 

Har. Blind as a beetle when 1 married her,, kpight ; 
hey, Dick! (he was drown'd in our orchards Maid 
Befs, Knight, went to market, you, Dick ; and wife 
rambled into the orchard, and foufe dropp'd into the 
fifh-pond.. We found her out next day ; but (he was. 
dead as a herring : no help for that, Dick •» buried her 
though, hey you ! She was only daughter to S$ir Tri- 
liram Muckworm, you; rich enough,. you, hey! Ecod,. 
you, what does fhe do, you, but (he fells in love with. 
young Sleek her father's chaplain, hey you! Upon- 
that, what does me I, but flips on domine's robes, you, 
pafs'd myfelf upon her for him, and we were tack'd to- 
gether, you, knight, hey, ecod ! though I believe (he 
never liked rne j but what fignifies that, hey, Dick! fhe 

was* 
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was rich, you. But come, let's leave the children to^ 
fccther. 

Sir Greg, Sir, I wait on you. 

/fair. Nay, pray 

Sir Greg* Good now, good now, 'tis imporlible. 

Har. Pox of ceremony ! you* Dick, hey ! Ecod, 
knight, I'll tell you a ftory. One of our ambafTadbrs in 
Fiance, you, a devilifh polite fellow reckoned, Dick ; 
ecod, you, what does the king of France do, but, fays- 
he, 111 try the manners of this "fine gentleman : fo,. 
knight, going into a coach together, the king would 
have my lord go frrft : Oh, an't pleafe your majefty, I 
can't indeed ; you-, hey, Dick ! Upon which, what does 
me the king, but he takes his arm thus, you, Dick r 
am I king of France, or you ? is it my coach, or yours ? 
and fo pufhes hitn in thus; hey, Dick ! 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now ! he, he, he ! * 

Har. Ecod, Dick, I believe I have made a miftakt 
here ;. I mould have gone in firft ;, hey, Dick! Knight, 
ecod, you, beg pardon. Yes, your coach, not mine ;. 
your houfe, not mine ;, hey, knight ! 

Sir Greg. Wonderful ! A merry man, Mr Jenkins. 
[Exeunt the two Knights and Jenk. 

Tint. Father and coufin are gone, fath and fole ! 

Jenny. 1 fancy my lover is a little puzzled how to, 
fcegin. 

Tim. How — fath and fole, I don't know what to 
fey. How d'ye do, Mifs Suck? 

Jenny. Pretty well, thank you. 

Tim. You have had a choice walk.— *Tis a rare day,, 
lath and fole. 

Jenny. Yes, the day's well enough, 

Tim. Is your houfe a good way off here f 

Jenny. Dree or four mile. 

Tim. That's a good long walk, fath ! 

Jenny. I make nothing of it, and back again. 

Tim. Like enow. x [Whifthr. 

Jenny. [Singu 

Tim. You have a rare pipe of your own, Mifs. 

Jenny. I can (ing loud enough, if I have a mind ; but 
father don't love finging. ' 

Tim* Like enow. [ Whiflles^ 

Jenzy. 
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Jenny. And I an't overfond of whittling. 

Tim. Hey ! ay, like enow : and I am a bitter bad 
finger. 
/Jenny. Hey! ay, like enough. 

Tim. Pray,, mifs Suck, did ever any body make love 
to you before? 

Jenny. Before when I 

Tim. Before now. 

Jenny. What if I won't tell' you T 

Tim. Why then you muft let it alone, fath and fblc. 

Jenny, Like enough. 

Tim. Pray, Mifs Suck, did your father tell you any 
thing ? 

Jenny. About what? 

Tim. About I. 

Jenny. What mould a tell? 

Tim. Tell L why, as. how I and father was come a* 
wooing. 

Jenny. Who* 

7/w.Why, you. Could you like me for a fweetheart^ 
Mifs Suck? 

Jenny. I don't know. 

Tim. Mayhap fomebody may ha* got your good-will 
already ? 

Jenny. And what then ? 

Tim. Then ! hey, I don't know. But if you could 
fancy me 

Jenny. For what ? 

Tim. For your true lover.. 

Jenny. Well, what then? 

Tim. Then ! hey ! why, fath, we may chance to be 
married, if the old folks agree together. 

Jenny. And fuppofe I won'c be married to you? 

Tim. Nay, Mil9 ouck, I can't help it, fath and fole. 
But father and mother bid mc come a-courting ; and if 
you won't ha' me, Til tell father fo. 

Jenny. You are in a woundy hurry, methinks. 

Tim. Not I, fath! you may (lay as long as 
Enter Waiter. 

Wait. There's a woman without wants. to, fpeak with 
Mr Timothy Gazette. 

Tim. That's I. I am glad on't. Well,. Mifs Suck, 

your. 



THE KNIGHTS. iryj 

fbur fcrvant. You'll think about it, and let's know your 

taind when I come back. Cod, I dont cart whether 

tie likes me or no. I don't like her half fo well as 
Mally Pengroufe.-^— Well, your fervant, Mifs Suck. 

' [Exit Tim. 

Jenny. Was there ever fuch an unlick'd cub ? I don't 
think his fortune a fufficient reward for facrificing my * 
perfon to fuch a booby ; but as he has money enough, 
It fhall go hard but I pleafe myfelf : I fear I was a little 
too backward with my gentleman ; but, however, a fa- 
vourable anfwer to his lafl queftion will foon fettle mat- 
ters. 

Enter Jenkins. 

Jenft. Now, Jenny, what news, child? are things hVd ; 
are you ready for the nuptial knot? 

Jenny. We are in a fair way : * I thought to have 

* quicken'd my fwain's advances by a little affe&ed coy- 

* nefs, but the trap would not take :' I expect him 
back in a minute, and then leave it to my manage- 
ment. 

J*nk* Where is he gone ? 

jtenny. The drawer call'd him to fome woman* 

Jeni. Woman ! he neither knows nor is kndwnby any 
body here. What can this mean? no counterplot? but, 
pox, that's impoflible ! you have not blabb'd, Jenny ? 

Je^ny. My inreffeft Would prevent me. 

Jenk. Upon that fccurity any woman may, I think* 
be trufted. X muft after him tho\ v [Exit. 

Jtrihy. I knew the time when Jerkins would not have 
left me fo hall fly : « 'tis odd that the fame caufe that in- 
« creafes the paffion in dne fex, mould "deftroy it in the 

* other; the reafon re above my reach, but the fact I am 

* a fevere witnefs of.' Heigh ho! 

Enter Hartop as Sir Penurious, and Sir Gregory 

Gazette. * , 

Har. And fo, you knight, fays he you know, 

knight, what low dogs the rninifters were then ; how 
does your pot— a pot, you, that they put over the fire to 
boil broth and meat in — you have feen a pot, you knight 
—-how does your pot boil thefc troublefome times? hey 
you ! Ecod, my lord, fays he, I don't know, I feldom. 
go into my kitchen. A kitchen, you knight, is a place 

whcro 
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where they drefs visuals, roaft and boil, and (b forth: 
Ecod, fays he, I feldosn go into the kitchen — But I 
fuppofe, the fcum is upper mo 11 flill ! Hey, you knight I 
what, ecod, hey ! But wherc's your fon, Sir Gregory ? 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now, where's Tim, Miff 
Sukey ? lack-a-day, what's become of Tim ? 

Jenny. Gone out a tiny bit, he'll be here prcfently. - 

Sir Greg. Wonderful ! good now, go6d now ! Well, 
and how, Mif* Sukey — has Tim? has he 1 ,Well, and 
what, you have — wonderful ? 

Enter a Servant with a Letter. 

Sent* Sir, I was commanded to deliver this into 700* 
own bands, by Mr Jenkins. 

Har. Hey, you! what, a letter? ecod fo! Any anfwer, 
you? hey! 

Serv. None, Sir. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, Sir Penurious is bofy ! Well, 
Mils, and did Tim do the thing? did he pleafeyou? 
Come now,, tell us the whole ftory 1 wonderful! rare newa 
for dame Winny ! ha, Tim's faiher's own fon! But come, 
whifper — ay, 

Har. •« I have only time to tell you that your 
'• fcheme is blafted: this inftant I encounter'd Mrs Pc- 
** nelope Triflej with her niece ; they will foon be with. 
u you." — So then, all's over ; but let's fee what expe- 
dition will do — k— Well, you- knight,, hey ! what, have 
they fettled? Is the girl willing? 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now ! right as my leg L 
ah, Fim, little did I think — But, lack-a-day, I wonder 
where the boy is! let's feek him. 

Har. Agreed, you knight ; hey, come. 
Enter Jenkins. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day, here'* Mr Jenkins* Good now, 
have you feen Tim ? 

Jenk. Your curiofity (hall be immediately fatfsfied; 
hut I mud firft have a word with Sir Penurious. 

Bar. Well you! what, hey! any news, Dick? 

Jenk- Better than you could hope ; your rival is dif- 
pofed of 

Har. Difpos'd of ! how? 

Jenk. Marry'd by this time, you rogue! The wo- 
8&0 that wanted him waa no other than Maily Pen* 

groufe,. 



THE KNIGHTS. 175 

grcrafe, who trudg'd it up all the way after him, as Tim 
fkya : I have recommended thera to my chaplain, and 
before this the bufinefs is done. 

Har. Braviffimo! you rogue! but how (hall I get off 
with the knight ? 

jfenk* Nay, that mull be your contrivance* 
liar* I have it — Sappofe I was to own the whole de- 
fign to Sir Gregory, as our plan has not fucceedcd with 
his ion ; and, a's he ferns to have a tolerable regard for 
me, it is poffible he may affifl; my fcheme on Sir Penu- 
rious. 

jftnk. 'Tis worth trying, however:— But he comes. 
Sir Greg. Well, good now, Mr Jenkins have you feen 

Tim? I can't think where the boy 

Har. 'Tis now time, Sir Gregory, to fet you clear 
with refpe& to fome particulars: — I am now no longer 
Sk Penurious Trifle, but your friend and relation Jack 
Hartop. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful i good now, good now, coufin 
Hartop ! as I am a living man — hey — Well, but, good 
now 4 , how, Mr Jenkins, hey? 

Jenk. The ftory, Sir Gregory, is rather too long to 
tell you now: but in two words, My friend Hartop has 
very long had a paffion for Mifs Trifle, and was appre- 
henfive your fon's application would deftroy his views— 
which, in order to defeat, he affum'd the character of 
Sir Penurious! — but he is fo captivated with your inte- 
grity and friendfhip, that he rather choofes to forego 
his own intereft, than interrupt the happinefs of your 
fon. 

Sir Greg. Wonderful ! good now, good now, that's 
kind! who could have thought it, coufin Hartop? lack- 
a-day ! Well, but where 's Tim? hey, good now! and 
who are you? 

Jenk* This, Sir, is Jenny, the handmaid of the houfe. 
Sir Greg. Wonderful! a peftilent hufley ! Ah, Har- 
top, you arc a wag ! a pize of your pots, and your roy- 
al oaks ! |ack-a-day, who could ha' thought ah, 

Jenny, you're a But where's Tim ? 

Enter Sir Gregory's Servant. 
Serv. Wounds, Matter! never ftir alive if Mailer Tim 
has na gone and marry 'd Mally Pengroufe. 

Sir 
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Sir Qreg. Wonderful! how, firrah, how4 gooeVnovi* 
good now, coufin Hartop— Mally Pengroufe! who the 
dickens is (he? 

Sefv. Mafter Timothy's fweetheart in CornwaL 

Sir Greg. And how came me here ? lack-a-day, owl?, 
6n! 

Sttv? She tramp'd it up after mafter. MafterTimo- 
thy is without, and fays as how they be marry'd 3 — 1 
wanted him to come in, but he's afraid you'll knock'a 
down. 

Sir Greg. Knock' n down! — Good now, let me come, 
at him ! I'll — ah, rogue 1 . . Lack-a-day, coufin, (how 
me where he is! Pti 

Har. Moderate your fury, good Sir Gregory ; confi- 
der, it is an * vil without a remedy. 

Sir Greg. But what will Dame Winny fay? — Good 
now, fucb a difpajagement to— and then, what will Sir 
Penurious fay? lack -a -day, I am almoft diftra&ed ! And. 

you, you lubberly dog! why did not you — I'll ah, 

cpufin Hartop, coiujh Hart op! good now, good now! 

Har. Dear Mr, be calms — this ifr no fuch furprifiog 
matter : we have fuch iaftances in the newfpapcrs every 
day. 

Sir Greg. Good now ! no, coufin* no. 

ffrr. Indeed, Sir Gregory, it was but laft week that. 
Lord Lofty's fon marry'd his mother's maid ; and Lady 
Betty Forward run away, not a month ago, with her 
uncle's butler. 

Sir Qreg. Wonderful! what, in the news ?—* — Good 
now, that's fome comfort, however ; — but what will Sir. 
Penurious— 

H*r. As tq that, leave, him to me $ I have a prpjeft 
to. prevent hi$ laughing at you, I'll warrant, 

Sir Greg. But how? how, cou£n Hartop, bow? 

Bar* Sir Gregory, #ye think me your friend? 

Sir Gr»eg. Lack-a-day 1 ay, coufin, ay. 

Har. And would you, in return, ferve me. in a-cif 
cumllance that; can't injure yourfelf ? 

Sir Greg. Good now, to be fure, coufin* 

Har. Will you then permit me to aflume the figure 

qf your fon, and fo pay my addrefles to Mifs Trifle? — I 

was pretty happy in the imitation of her father f and if 

i I 
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I could impofe upon your fagacity, I (hall find lefs dif- 
ficulty with your brother knight. 

Sir Greg* Good now! Tim! ab, you could not touch 
Tim. 

Han I warrant you. But, fee, the young gentleman* 
Enter Tim. 

Sir Greg. Ah, Tim, Timl little did I— — Good now f 
good now! 

Tim. I could not help it now, fath and fole : but if 
you'll forgive me this time, I'll never do fo no more. 

Sir Greg. Well, well, if thee can'ft forgive thyfelfi I 
can forgive thee; but thank my coufin Hartop. 

Han Oh, Sir! if you are fatisfy'd, I am rewarded. 
I wifti you joy ; joy to you, child* 

Sir Greg. Thank?, coufin Hartop. 
Enter .Waiter. 

Wait. Sir, Mrs Penelope Trifle, with her niece, be- 
ing come to town, and hearing your Worfhip was in ihe 
houfe, would be glad to pay you their compliments. 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day! wonderful! — here we are all 

topfy-turvey again ! What can be done now, coufin 

Hartop ? 

Han Dick! fhow the ladies in here; but delay them, 
a little. The luckieft incident in the world, Sir Gre- 
gory ! — If you will be kind enough to lend Jenkins your 
drefs, and Matter Timothy will lend me his, I'll make 
up matters in a moment. 

Sir Greg, Ay, ay, coufin. 

Tim. Fath and fole, you (hall have mine dire 

Har. No, no. — Step into the next room a minute, 
Sir Gregory. 

Sir Greg. Ay, ay, where you will. 

Tim. Fath, here will be choice fport. \ExeunU 

Enter Mrs Penelope and Suck, 'with Waiter. 

Wait. The gentlemen will wart on you prefently.— 
Would you choofe any refreshment? 

Suck. A draught of ale, friend, for Pm main dry. 

Mrs Pen. Fie! fie! niece! is that liquor for a young 
lady ? Don't difparage your family and breeding. The 
perfon is to-be born that ever faw me touch any thing 
ftronger than water till I was three-and-twenty. 

Snck. Troth, aunt, that's fo long ago, that I think . 
Vol. I. A a therc't 
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there's few people alire who can remember what yo&did 
then. 

Mrs Pen. How! gillflirt!— none of your fleers! lam 
glad here's a hufband coming that will take you down: 
Your tantrums!— —You are grown too headftropg and 
robuft for me. 

Suet. Gad, I believe you would be glad to be taken 
down the fame 'way ! 

Mrs Pen* Oh! you arc a pert-*— But fee your lo- 
ver approaches* Now Sukey, be careful, child : None 
^f your— — 

Enter Jenkins as Sir Gregory, and Hartop as Tim. 

JenH Lack-a-day, lady! I rejoice to fee you! won- 
derful ! and your niece ! — Tim, the ladies. 

If an Your feront, Miftrcfs!— I am glad to fee you, 
Mifs Suck. {Salutes her.) Fath and fole, Miftrcfs Suck's 
a fine young woman, more or lefs! 

Suck, Yes, I am well enough, I believe. 

Jenk. But, Lady, where'* my brother Trifle ! where 
is Sir Penurious ? 

Suck. Father's at home, in expectation of you ; and 
aunt and I be come to town to make preparations. 

Jenk. Ay, wonderful ! Pray, Lady, (hall I, good 

now! crave a wot d in private? Tim, will you and your 
fweetheart draw back a little? 

Bar. Yes, father; Come, Mife, will you jog a tiny* 
bit this way ? 

Suck. With all my heart. 

Jenk. There is, Lady, a wonderful affair has hap- 
pen'd, good now! Son Tim has fallen in love with a 
young woman at his uncle's, and 'tis partly to prevtat 
bad consequences, that I am, lack-a-day! fo halty to 
match him: and one of my men, good now! tells me 
that he has feen the wench fince we have been in town; 
fhe has follow'd us here, fure as a gun, lady! If Tim 
fees the girl, he'll never marry your niece. 

Mrs Pen. It is indeed, Sir Gregory Gazette, a mod 
critical conjuncture, and requires the moil mature deli- 
beration. 

Jenk. —r Deliberation! lack-a-da,y, Lady, whilft 
we deliberate the boy will be loft. 

Mrs 
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Mrs Pen. Why, Sir Gregory Gazette, what opera* 
tiona can we determine upon? 

yenk. Lack-a-day! I know btlt one. 
Mrs Pen. Adminifler your propofition, Sir Gregory 
Gazette: you will have toy concurrence, Sir, in any 
thing that does not derogate from the regulation of con- 
«hi6t ; for it would be moft prepoftcrous in one of my 
character, to deviate from the ftri&eft attention. 

yenk. Lack-a-day, lady, no fuch matter is wanted. 
But, good now ! could not we tack the young couple 
together directly ? your brother and I have already a- 
greed. 

Mrs Fen.- Are the previous preliminaries fettled, Sir 
Oregory Gazette? 

yenk. Good now! as firm as a rock, lady. 
Mrs Pen. Why, then, to pfeferve your fon, and ac- 
complifh the union between our families, I have no ob- 
jections to the acceleration of their nuptials, provided- 
♦he child is inclined, and a minifter may be procurM. 

yenk. Wonderful! you are very good, good now! there 
has been one match already in the houfe to-day; we may 
have the fame parfon. Here! Tim! and yoimg gentle- 
woman!— Well, Mtfs! wonderful', and how? has Tim? 
hey, Iboy! Is not Mifs a fine young-lady ? 

liarl Path and fole, father, Mifs is a charming young 
woman \ all red and white, like Mally — Hum! 

yenk. Hum* Tim ! Well, and Mifs, how does my boy ? 
he's an honeft hearty lad ! Has he, good now ! had the 
art? How d* ye like him,. young gentlewoman? 
Suck. Liken? well enough, I think. 
yenk. Why, then, Mifs, with your leave, your aunt 
•nd I here have agreed, if you are willing, to have the 
Wedding over dire&ly. 

Suck. Gad! with all my htart. AJk the young mam 
Har. Path and fole, juft as you pteafe ; to-day, to- 
morrow, or when you will, more or lefs. 

yenk. Good now, good now! then get you in there** 
there you will find one to jo your bufinefs: wonderful! 
matters will Coon be managed within. Well, lady, this 
was good now, fo kind! Lack-a-day! I verily believe if 
dame Winny was dead, that I mould be glad to lead up 
fuch another .dance with you, lady. 

A a 2 Mr* 
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Mrs Pen. You arc, Sir, fomething too precipitate : 
Nor would there, did circumftances concur, as you infi- 
nuate, be fo abfolute a certitude, that I, who have re- 
jected fo many matches (hould inftantaneoufly fuccumb. 

Jenk. Lack-a-day, lady, good now! I 

Mrs Pen. No, Sir;. I would have you inftru&ed, that 
had not Penelope Trifle made irrefragable resolutions, 
ihe need not fo long have preferred her family fur name* 

Jenk. Wonderful! why, I was only 

Mrs Pen. Nor has the title of Lady Gazette fuch rc- 
fplendent charms, or fucb bewitching allurements, as to 
throw me at once into the arms of Sir Gregory. 

Jenk* Good now ! who fays ■ 

Mrs Pen. Could wealth, beauty, or titles fupcrior to 
perhaps—— * 

Enter Sir Gregory, Roger, and Tiro. 

Tim. Yes, indeed, father; Mr Hart op knew oo't as 
well as I, and Mr Jenkins got us a parfon. 

Sir Greg. Good now, good now ! a rare couple of 
friends! But Til be even with them ! I'll marr their mar- 
ket ! Mailer Jenkins, you have fobb'd me finely. 

Jenk. Lack-a-day, what's the matter now? 

Sir Greg. Come, come, none of your lack-a-days! 
none of your gambols, nor your tricks to me: Good now, 
good now! give me my cloaths! here, take your tawdry 
trappings I have found you out at laft: I'll be Jio longer 
your property. 

Jenk. Wonderful!, what's all this, lady? Good now, 
good now! what's -here! aftageplay? 

Sir Greg. Play me no plays; but* give me my wig! 
and your precious friend my loving coufin, (pize on the 
kindred) let'n,—— - 

Jenk. Good now, good now! what are thefe folks? as 
fure as a gun, they're mad. 

Sir Greg. Mad! no, no; we are neither mad nor fools: 
no thanks to you, tho'. 

Mrs Pen. What is all this; can you unravel this per- 
plexity, untwine this myftery, Sir Gregory Gazette? 

Sir Greg. He Sir Gregory Gazette? Lack-a^day, lady! 
you are tnck'd, impofed upon, bamboozled: Good now, 
good now! 'tis I am Sir Gregory Gazette. 

Mrs Pen. How! 

Tins* 
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Tim. Fath and fole, 'tis true, miftrefs* and I am his 
fon Tim, and will fwear it. 

Mrs Pen. Whj, isn't Mr Timothy Gaeette with my 
niece Sufannah Trifle? 

Tim. Who, me! Lord, no, 'tis none of I, His coufiai 
Hartop in my deaths. 

Mrs Pen.. What's this? and pray, who 

Jtnk. Why, as I fee the affair is concluded, yro may^ 
Madam, call me Jenkins* Come, Hartop, you may now' 
throw off your difguife; the knight had like to have cm-- 
barroffed us- 

Mrs Pen. How, Mr Jenkins! and would you, Sir, par*- 
txcipate of a plot %o 

Har. Madam, in the iffue, your family will, I hope,, 
Have no great reafon to repent. I always had the great-- 
eft veneration for Mifs Penelope Trifle's under (landing ;. 
the htgheft eftecm! for her virtues can in title me to thd 
honour of being regarded as her relation. 

Mrs Pen. Sir, I lhall determine on nothing, 'til! £ 
am apprifed of my brother's refolution. 

Har. For that wc rauft wait. Sir Gregory, I mufti 
intreat you and your fon's pardon for fome little liber* ■ 
tics I have taken with you both. Mr Jenkins, I have the? 
higheft obligation to your friendftrip ; and, Mifs, when. 
we become a little better acquainted, I flatter rayfelf the 
change wifl not prove unpleafing. . 

Suck. I know nothing at all about it*. 

Har. Sir Gregory, we (hall have your company at' 
dinner? 

Sir Greg. Lack-a-day,- no, no, that bay has fpoiPdi 

nay ftomach Come, Tim, fetch thy rib, and Ictus be 

jogging towards Wales; but how thou wilt get off witlfc 

thy mother 

* Tim. Never fear, father*-— 

Since you have been pleas'd our nuptial knot to blefsV* 
We, (hall .be happy all our lives— owe or»lefs ■ 
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»pHE deuce is in faint ! JP&a* f J* deuce,- 
* f / A«ir jro* cry J eon that produce ?. 
W*bat does it mean? vabat can it Me.?. 
A little patience— —and you U fee* 
JSebold, to keep your minds. uncertain, - 
Between tbefcene and you tins curtain / ' 
So writer? bide tbeir plots, no doubt, 
Topleafe tbe more iv ben. all comes outJ: 
Of old tbe Prologue told tbe ftory, 
JLnd laid tbe. ivbolc affair before^yes^ 
* Game forth in fimple pbrafe to fay,, 

u J Fe re. tbe. beginning, of tbe, play . % , 
" /, baplefs^Polydere, -was found 
** By ffbermen, or others, drown 'd/ 

* The lines marked with inverted commas, are taken* fcam a> 
poem called Shakefpearc, an epiflfc to Ms Ganicfc. Swidoytt 
fomit 2' J7* 
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« Or— —I a gentleman did wed 

** The lady J -would neper bed, 

** Great Agamemnon 9 $ royal dangbter, 

* Who's coming hither t o drayo water*' 

Thus gave at once the bards of Greece • 
Vie* cream and marrow of the piece ;. 
A/king no trouble of your own 
Tajkim the milk', or crack the bone. 

The poets now take different ways .- 
E'en let them find it out for Baycsh 
And Tragedy as . well might fa/agger 
Without blank verfe, o* bowl, or dagger*. 
As Farce attempt the arduous tajk', 
To walk abroad without her ma/i, . 

A poet, as once poets us'd, . 
To poverty was quite reduc'd.. 
No boy on errands to beftnt, , 
On his own mejfagcs be went.' 
And once, with confcious pride andjbamsj^ 
As from the chandler s-Jhop he came, . 
Under bis threadbare cloak, poor foul J 
He cover d balfa-peck of coal. . 
A Wag (bis friend,/ began tofmoke; 

■ George ! tell us, what's beneath your cloak?' 

■ ■■■ fall you,! it were, as well tofhow ■ > . ■ ■ 
Z hid.i t t hat youjhoud not, know. 

Yet Farce and Title, one to t'other 
Shou'dfeem, like Sofias, a Twin-brother. . 
Prologues, like Andrews at a fair, 
To draw you in,fiou'd make you flare. . 
•* The notified/ the only Booth ! —Walk U! ' 
•* Gem'men, in here! jufi going to beginl" 
And if our author don't produce 
Some character that play* the deuce ; ; 
If 'there's no frolic, fenfe, nor whim, 
Retort, find play the dev'.l with him ! 
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Scene, A Room in Emily's Houfc. 

Enter Emily with a letter open in her hand— —and: 
Madctnoifelk Floiival* innum's cloaths* 

Emily. 

BE, aflured, that 1. will do every thing in my power- 
to fcrve you ; my brother knew that he might com- 
nand my fervicc^fie comforted, 1 befecch you, Madanr, 

27a. . 
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Fk. You cannot wonder, Madam* that I mould be 
mocked, extremely (hocked, at the cruet neCeffity of ap- 
pearing before you in fo indelicate a difguife. 

Em. Indeed you need not: there is fometbing in yonr # 
manner, which convinces me, that everr action of yonr 
life carries its apology along with it ; though I will not 
venture to inquire into the particulars of your dory till 
your mind is more at eafe. 

Flo. Alas, Madam, it is my intereft to make yon ac- 
quainted with my ftory. I am the daughter of Monfieur 
Florival, a French phyfician, in the ifland of Belleifle. 
An Englifh officer, who had been defperately wounded, 
was, after the capitulation, for the fake of due attend- 
ance, taken into my father's houfe ; and as I, in the 
very early part of my life, had refidcd in England, he 
took fome pleafure in my conversation. la a word, he 
won my affe&ions, and aiked me of my father in mar- 
riage: but he, alas! too much influenced by the nar- 
row prejudices fo common between the two nations, for- 
bad the officer his houfe, but not before we were, by the 
moft folemn engagements, ftcretly contra&ed to each 
other. 

Erm May I aik the officer's name? 

Flo, Ezcufe me, Madam. Till I fee or hear from 
him once more, my prudence, vanity, or call it what you 
will, will fcarce fuffer me. to mention it. Your brother, 
indeed, is acquainted with— 

Em. I beg your pardon—— ^- 1 hope, however, yon 
have no reafoU to think yourfelf negle&ed or forgot- 
ten ? 

Flo. Oh no; far from it*. He was Toon recalled by- 
orders from England ; and on my father's preffing me 
to confent to another match, my pafilon— I blufh to 

own it tranfported me fo far, as to depart abruptly - 

from Belleifle. I came over in an Englifh (hip to Portf- 
mputh, where I expe&cd, according to letters he had 
contrived to fend me, to find the officer. But, judge 
of my difappointment, when I learnt that he embarked* 
but three days before for the fiege of the Hayannah. 

Em. The Bavannahl— You touch me nearly— Bray* 
go on. 

1 £h, la. a ftrang* tungdoto^aloxjc— -aad\a woman— 

vihaU 
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' what could I do ? In order to defeat inquiries after me, 
I difguifed mylelf in this habit, and mixt with the offi- 
cers of the place ; but your brother foon difcovercd my 
uneafinefs, and faw through my difguife. I frankly 
confefied to him every particular of my ftory : in confe- 
quence of which, he has thus generoufly recommended 
me to your protection. 

Ejn. And you may depend on my friendihip. — Your 
iituation affe&s me ftrangely. v 

Flo. Oh, Madam, it is impoffible to tell you half its 
miferies ; efpecially fince your brother has convinced me 
that I am fo liable to be difcovered. 

Em. You (hall throw off that drefs as foon as poflible, 
and then I will take you into the houfe with me and 
my filter— In the mean time, let me fee you every 
day— every hour. I (hall not be afraid that your vifits 
will affcd my reputation. 

Flo. You are too good to me. [Weeping. 

Em. Nay, this is too much ; it overcomes me. Pray>, 
be cheerful. 

Flo. I humbly take my leave. 

Em. Adieu. I fball expect you to dinner. 

Flo. I (hall do myfelf the honour of waiting on you* 

{Exit. 
, Em. [alone.) Poor, woman! I thought my own un*' 
eafinefs almoft infupportable ; and yet how much muft 
her auxiety exceed mine ! 

Enter Bell. 

Bell. So, fifter ! I met your fine gcntWma*. Upon 
my word, the young fpark muft be a favourite. — You 
have had a tcte-a-Ute of above half an hour together. 

Em. How d'ye like him \ 

Bell. Not at all : a foft lady-like gentleman, with a 
white hand, a mincing Hep, and a fmooth chin. Where 
does this pretty mailer come from ? 

Em. From my brother. 

Bell. Who is he \ 

Em. A prefent to you. 

Bell. A prefent to me ! What d'ye mean ? 

Em. Why, did not my brother promife to take care 
of you before he went abroad \ 

Bell* Well, and what then ? 

Em 
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Em. What then ! Wky, he has taken care of you— 
foot you a pretty fellow for a huiband— Could he poffi* 
My take better care of you ? 

Bell. A huiband !— a puppet, a doll, a ■ ■ ■ 

£». A foldier, Bell !— a red coat, confider. 

J?W/. A fine ioldier indeed !— I can't bear to fee a 
red coat cover any thing but a man, fitter.— —Give me 
a foldier, that looks as if he cou'd love me and pr«tc& 
roe ; ay, and tame me too, if I deferv*d it.*— If I wat 
to have this thing for a huiband, I wou'd fet him at the 
top of my India cabinet with the China figures, and bid 
the maid take care (he did not break him. 

Em. Well, well ; if this is. the cafe, I don't know 
what my brother will fay to you. Here's his letter ;. 
read it, and fend him an anfwer ypurfelf. 

Sell, (reads.) " Dear fitter, the bearer of this letter 
M is a lady!" — So, fo ! your fervant,- Madam !— ami 
yours too, fitter ! — " whole cafe is truly companionate, 
•• and whom I tnoft earneftly recommend to your pro* 
** te&ion," — Um-^um — urn — " take care of her'***-— * 
Urn — um — um — " not too many queftrom"^— Um— — tun 
— um — " in-town in a few days."— ~F11 be whipt'new, 
if this is not fotne mittrefa of his. 

Em. No, no, Bell, I know her whole hiftory. It is 
tjiike a little novel. ' She is a Frenchwoman, Mademoi- 
selle Florival) ran away from her father at Beilehle, and 
dying for an Englifh gentleman at the Havannah. 

Bell. The Havannah!^— -Not for Colonel Tamper, I 
hope, fitter. 

Em. If Colonel Tamper had been at the taking of 
Belleifie too, I mould have been frighted out of my wits 
about it* 

BeU. Suppofe I mould bring you fome news of him I 

Em. Of whom? 

Bell. Colonel Tamper. 

Em. What do you meani 

Bell. Only a card. 

£m. , A card! — from whom? What card? 

Bell. Oh, what a delightful flutter it puts her into! 

Em. Nay, but tell me. 

Bell. Wdl then— —-while your vifitorwaa here^thera. 

came. 
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<*af*e a card from Major BcHbrd; and I took the liberty 
of fending an anfwer to it. 

Em* Let me fee it! Dear Bell, let me fee it J 

Bell. Oh, it waft nothing but " his compliments, and 
41 defirtng to have the honour of waiting on you any 
u time this morning from Colonel Tamper*" 

Epu Fnom Colonel Tamper !~ What can this mean ? 
I am ready to fink with fear— •Why doc* he not come 
bimfelf? 

BtlL He's not ar*ived-~not come to town yet, I fup- 
pofe. 

Em. Oh, Bell ! I onuld fuppofe twenty things that 
terrify me to death. 

Bell. I think now, fueh a meflage ought to put you 
quite out of your pain : he could not come from Colo- 
nel Tamper, if there was no fuch perfon in being. 

Em. Ay, but fuppofe any accident (hould have hap- 
pened to him ! Heaven forbid ! How unfortunate is it 
to doat upon a man, whofe profefiion expofes him hourly 
to the rifk of his life! 

Bell. Lord, Emily, how can you torment yourfelf with 
fuch horrid imaginations? Betides, fhould the worft come 

to the worft- it is but a lover loft ; and that is a lofs 

eafily repaired, you know. 

Em. Go, you mad-cap ! but you'll pay for all this 
one day, I warrant you. When you come to be heartily 
in for it yourfelf, Bell, you will know, that when a pure 
and difinterefted paflion fills the breaft, when onoe a wo- 
man has fet her heart upon a man, nothing in the world 
but that very man will ever make her happy. 

Bell. I admire your fetting your hearty as you call it, 
of all things. Your love, my dear Emily, is not fo ro- 
mantic. You pitch upon a man of figure and fortune, 
handfome, fenfible, good-natured, and well-bred ; of 
rank in life, and credit in his profefiion; a man that half' 
the women in town would pull caps for ; and then you 
talk, like aily prude, of your pure and difinterefted paf- 
fion. 

Em. Why, then, I declare, if he had not a friend on 
earth, or a (hilling in the world if he was as refer- 
able as the utmoft malice of ill fortune could make him, 

I 
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I would prefer Colonel Tamper to the firft duke in the 
kingdom. 

Bell. Oh, fitter, It is a mighty cafy thing for perfoni 
foiling in affluence and a coach- an d-fix, to talk of living 
on bread and water, and the comforts of love in a cot- 
tage. 

Em. The coach-and-fix, Bell, would give little hap- 
pinefs to thofe who could pot be happy without it. When 
once the heart has fettled its affedions, how mean is it 
to withdraw them for any paltry confiderations of what 
nature foever! 

Bell. " 1 think the lady doth proteft too much." 

Em. " Ay, but (he'll keep her word." 
Enter Servant. 

Ser. Major Belford, Madam ! [£x//« 

Em. Show him in Oh, Bell, I am ready to drop 

with apprchenfion ! 

Enter Major Belford. 

Belf. Ladies, your humble fervant— {Salutes them) 
I rejoice to find you fo well. 

Bell. And we congratulate you, Major, on your fafe 
return from the Havannah— How does your friend Co- 
lonel Tamper do? 

Belf. He is very well, Madam ; but - 

Em. But what, Sir 1 am frighted beyond expref- 

fion Is he in England? 

Belf. Yes, Madam. 

Em. In town? 

Belf. Yes, Madam. 

Em. Why have not we the plcafure of feeing him 
then? 

Belf. He'll be here immediately, Madam. 

Em. Oh, well. 

Belf But it was thought proper that I mould wait on 
you firft, to prepare you for his reception. 

Em. To prepare me ! What does he mean ? 

Belf Only to prevent your being alarmed at .his ap- 
pearance, Madam. 

Em. Alarm'd! you terrify me more and more— What 
is the matter? 

Belf Nay, nothing—- -A trifle — the mere chancer! 
1 war 
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war— la fortune de la guerre, as the French call it? that's 
all 9 Madam. 

Em. I'm upon the rack Dear Sir, explain— 

Be If. The Colonel, you know, Madam, is a man of 

fpirlt Having expofed his perfon very gallantly in 

the feveral actions before the town of the Havannah, he 
received many wounds ; one or two of which have been 
attended with rather difagrecable circumftances. 
• Em. But is the Colonel well at prefent, Sir? 

Belf Extremely well, Madam. 

Em. Are not theconfequences of his wounds likely to 
endanger his life ? 

Belf Net in the lead, Madam, 

Em. I am fatisfied — *— Pray go on, Sir. 

Belf De not you be alarmed, Madam. 

Em. Keep me no longer in fufpence, I beCeech you, 
Sir! 

BelL What can all this mean? 

Belf The two principal wounds which the Colonel re- 
ceived, Madam, were, one a little above the knee, and 
another in his face. In confequence of the firft, he was 
reduced to the neceflity of faving his life by the lofs of 
a leg ; and the latter has deprived him of the fight of an 
eye. 

Em* Oh, heavens! {Ready to faint. 

BelL Poor Emily! How could yon be fo abrupt, Sir 2 
The violent agitation of her mind is too much for her 
fpirits. 

Belf Excufe me, Madam-: — -I was afraid of making 
you uneafy; and yet it was neceflary you mould be ac- 
quainted with thefe circum (lances, previous to your fee* 
ing the jColonel. 

, Em. {^recovering ) Loft a leg and an arm, did you fay* 
Sir? 

Bel. No, not an arm — an eye, Madam. 
. Em. An eye! worfe and woVfe — Poor Colonel! 

Belf Rather unfortunate, to be fure. But we mould 
confider, Madam, that we have faved his life ; and that 
thefe were facrifices neceflary for its prefervation; 

Em. Very true. Ay — ay — fo as he has but his life, 
I am happy. And I ought now to be attached to him, 
not only from tendernefs, but compaflion. 

Vol. I. £ b Belf. 
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Bttf. After all, Madam, kit appearaace is much h*t» 
m ter than you may imagine. His face, by the help of a 
black ribband, is very little disfigured ; and he has got 
a £Ufe leg, made fo naturally, that except a fmall hitch 
in his gait, there is no material alteration in his perfoa 
and deportment — Befides which, an point of health and 
ipfrits, he is particularly well. 

Em. I am glad of it.*— -Bat* alas! 'he whofe perfoa 
was fo charming !_And then his eyes, that were fo 
brilliant!— To full of fentlbility! 

Belf. This accident, Madam, on his^wn account gires 
frim no uneafinefa; to fay the truth, he feems rather vain 
tipon it : 1 .could wi(h, therefore, when he comes, that 
you would not feem too deeply affe&ed, but rather af- 
lame an air of cheerfulnefs, left any vifibie uneafinek ia 
you mould ihodk the Colonel. 

Em. Poor Colonel ! I know his fenfibility. Let me 
endeavour 9 therefore, -to convince him, that be is as dear 
to me as e? er! Oh, yes, c<$ me what it ivitf, I nmft (how 
Kim, that the preservation of hss life is an entire con/ola- 
tfan to met 

Enter Servant* 

Ser. Colonel Tamper, Madam. 

Em. Eh! what? \Dtforderel 

Bell. Drfire the Colonel to walk up Compofe 

•yourfelf, my dear ! ■ Poor Emily ! I am in pain for her. 

lAfide. 
Enter Colonel Tamper— Runs up to Emily. 

7am. My deareft Emily ! — how happy am I to fee 
you once again ! I have brought back the honed heart 
and hand which 1 devoted to you : -as to the reft of my 
body, you fee I did not care (ixpence what became of it. 

Mifs Bell, I rejoice to fee you fo welL Major, I am 

yours— But my Emily ■ - 

Mm, Oh, Colonel! 

[Burfts into tears, and leans upon Bell 

Tarn. How's this? Tears! 

Bell. You mould not have followed the Major fo foon, 
Colonel ; me had fcarce recovered the firft (hock from nil 
intelligence. 

Tom. My impatience would fuffer me to delay as 

longer 



THE DEUCE IS IN HIM, * ft * 

longer— -Why do you weep fo,. Emily ?— Are you 
farry to fee me again? 

Em. Sorry to fee you unfortunate. \Weeping* 

Tarn. Unfortunate 1 call oie rather fortunate % I an* 
come back alive ; alive, and merry, Emily r 

Em. I am glad you have faved your life. [Weeping* 

Tom* I dare fay you are. Look on me then. What* 
aot one glance! Won't you deign to look on your poor 
-maimed fold ier ? (Pau/ing.) — Is it poflibk, then, that 
any little alteration of my perfon can occafion a change 
fn your fentimentsf 

Em* Never, Colonel, never : It is fureiy no mark of 
want of affe&ion to be fo much hurt at your misfor- 
tunes. 

Tanu Misfortunes! no misfortune* at all— *-none at all 
to a folditr— nothing but the ordinary incidents and 
common cafualties- of his life — marks of honour — and: 
tokens of valour— I declare 1 bear them about with mc 
as the raoft honourable badges of my profeffion — I am 
proud of them— I would not part with this wooden leg; 
for the beft fle(h and blood in Christendom. 

Em. And can you really be fo unconcerned at this ac- 
cident? 

Tarn. Really ; and you (hall be unconcerned too, 
£mily. You flull find- more ki me ftill, than in half 
. the battered rakes and fops about town. It injures me 
no more than it does a fine tree, to lop my branches* 
My trunk is heart of oak, aad 1 fhall thrive the better 
fcr it. 

Enu But is there no hope of recovering your eye again I 
Oh, we muft have the be ft advice— U the fight quite 
loft? 

Tarn. Quite— —Blind as a mill-borfe-—— blind as & 
beetle, Emily— But what does thatiignify? Love i»« 
blind, you know $ and if I have loft one eye, why, they 
fay, I (hall fee the clearer with the other. 

Enu I cannot look at him without (buddering. 

[Retires and fits do*w/ti* 

Bell. What action wa* it you fuffcred in, Colonel? 

Tarn. Before the Moro Caftle, Ma'am, before the 
Moro— Hot work, hiffiog hot, by fea and land, I af - 
brae you, Ma'am. Ah, the Moro, the Moro!-*— -But 

Bb2 i£ 
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if men go to run their head* again ft ftone-walls, they 
muft expe& to have a fconce or two broken before they 
-Snake their way through them— —Eh, Major ! 
Belt. Major Belford was with you ? 
Tarn* All the while. The major and I fought fide 
by fide, cheek by jowl, till I fell, Ma'am ! We paid 

the Dona-— didn't we, Major? But Velafco, poor 

Velafco ! A fine brave Don, muft be owned— I had ra- 
ther have died like Velafco, than have lived to be Gene* 
ralHfimo. 

BelL {to Emily, ) How are you, fitter ? 
Tarn. Nay, prithee, Emily, be comforted ! more than 
all this might have happened to me at home. I might 
have thrown away my life in a duel, or broke my neck 
in a fox -ch ace : a fit of the gout, or an apoplexy, might 
have maimed me ten times worfe for ever; or a palfy, 
perhaps, have killed one half of me at a fingle ftroke— 
You muft not take on thus — If you do, J. {hall be ex- 
tremely uneafy. 

Em. Excule me, I cannot help it— but be affured, I 
cfteem you as much as ever, Sir. 
♦ Tarn, Efteent and Sir / ■ . This is cold language— 
I have not been ufed to hear you talk in that ftyle* 
Emily. 

Em. I don't know what I fay— I am hot well— let 
me retire. 

Tarn. When fbali we name the happy day ? I fhaH 
make fhift to dance on that oecafion — though as Wi- 
thrington fought— on my flumps, Emily. Tell me, 
when"fhall we be happy? 

Em. I grow more and more faint Lead me to my 
chamber, Bell. 

BelL She is very ill — don't teafe her now, Colonel; 
but let us try to procure her fome repofe. 
► Tarn. Ay, ay, a fhort fleep and a little reflection, 
and all will be well, I dare fay— —I will be here agai» 
foon, and adminifter confolation, I warrant you. Adieu, 
my dear Emily. 

Em. Adieu.— Oh, Bell. [Exit in tears with Bell. 

' [Manent Major Belford and CoL Tamper. 

Tarn, {ajfummg his natural air and manner) Ha, ha, 

ha ! 
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Uff 4-~Wdl, Belford, what it your opinion no* i Will 
foe ftand the teft or ao ? 

^ Jtoj£ If 4he docs, k it more than yon deferve* I could 
wUh file would give you up with ill my heart, if I diet 
not think you would run ftark mad with vexation. 

Tarn. Why fo? 

Melf. Becanie, as I hate often told yon before, dm ir> 
a moft ahfitrd and ridiculous fchexne, a mere trick tot* 
impofe upon yourfelf, and moft probably end in your lo^- 
fiog the aftedibns «£ an amiable lady* 

Tatrn You know,, fiction}, there is an excels of fea«] 
ibility in my temper— 

Be{f. That wiU aiway&make you unhappy; 

Tsm* Rather fay it will en fur e the future happiaeff* 
of my life- Before I bind myfel£ to abide by a woman? 
at all events and in all circuatftancee, I rauft be affurecl> 
that (he will at all events and in aUcircumftancea. retail 
her affection fbr me. 

Btlf. 'Sdeath, 1 have no patience to hearyon; Haver 
not you all the reafon in the world to reft affined that* 
Emily entertains amoft finccre paffion for you \ 

Tanti Perhaps fo; but then lam not equally affiifdU 
•f the bafts on • which that paffion u founded* 

Bdf.l Her folly, I am afraid. 

7am. Nay, but 2 am ferrous, Major* 

B elf. You are very ridiculous, Colonel.- 

'Tam* Well, well ; it does not fignify talkingt FmttfK 
be convinced that (he loves me fbr my own fake,ibr my— 
ftlf alone ; and that; were I di veiled of every defirable 
gift of fortune and of nature, and me was to be addrcf* . 
ted by fifty others who poftefTed them all in the moffc 
eminent degree, me would continue to prefer me to alii 
the reft of mankind. 

« Beif. Moft precious refinement, truly ! This is thac 
«* moft high-flown metaphyfic* in fentiment I ever heard' 

* in my life — picked up in one of your expeditions t«>» 
«*the coaft of France, 1 fuppofe— No plain Englifhmaa* 
< ever dream'd of fuch a whim— Love you for yourfelf "#/ 

* for your, own fake /—not Ihe truly. 
♦« Tarn. How then? 

« Bdf Why, for her own* to be fure— and ft would! 

* «qy bodj dfc— I am your friend^ and lore, you a* 
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1 a friend : And why? bccaufe I am glad to have com* 

• mercc with a man of talents, honour, and honefty* 

• Let me- -once fee you behave like a poltroon or a viU 
t lain, and you know I would cut your throat, Colo* 
« nel! 

* Tarn, I don't doubt you, Major ; but if (he don't 

* love me for my own fake, for nyftlfy as I laid, how 
« can I ever be certain that (he will not transfer that 
5 love to another? 

Belf. * For your own fake ! for ycurfelf again !'— — 
Why, what, in the name of common- lenfe r is. this ftlf 
of yours, that you make fuch a rout about? Your 
birth, your fortune, your character, your talents, and 
perhaps, fweet Colonel, that fweet perfon of yours — 
all thefe may hare taken her—- and habitude, and con* 
tinual intercourfe, muft increafe her partiality for them* 
in you, more than in any other perfon. But, after all,, 

* none of thefe things are yourfelf. You are but tho 

• ground ; • and thefe qualities are woven into your 

* frame. Yet it is not the fluff, but the rkhnefs of tha 
4 work, that damps a value on the piece*. 

.. ' Tarn. Why, this is downright fermonizing, Major. 

* Give you pudding- flee ves and* grizzle-wig, you might 

* be chaplain to the regiment. Yet matrimony is a leap 

• in the dark indeed, if we cannot beforehand make 
' ourfelves at all certain of the fidelity and affe&ion of 

• our wives. 

' Bclf. Marriage is precarious, I grant you, and muft 
' be fo. You may play like a wary gamefter, 'tis true» 
, 4 I would dot marry a notorious profligate, nor a wo* 

♦ man in a confumption ; but ; these is no- move- anfwer* 
ing for the continuance of her good difpofition, than 
that of her good health. 

.* Tdnu Fine maxims! make u(e of them yourfelf; 
they won't ferve me. A fine time,, indeed, to experi* 
ence a woman's fidelity — after marriage ; a time when 
every thing confpires to render it her intercfl to deceive 
you 1 No, no> no fool's paradiie for me, Belford ! 

Bel/. A fool's paradife is better than.a wifeacr&'s pur* 
gatory. 

Tarn. 'Sdeath, Belford,. who comes here ?— I fhall 
be difcoYcredV . \Refuming hit counterfeit murme** 
. • *' Enttt 
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Enter Prattle. 

Prat. Gentlemen, your moft obedient; mighty forry* 
extremely concerned, to hear the lady's taken ill— — I 
was fent for in a violent hurry : — had forty patients to 
vifit— refolved to fee her> however*— Major Belford, I 
rejoice to fee jou in good health — Have I the honour 
of knowing this gentleman? 

[Pointing to Tamper, and going up to bhn\ 

Tarn. Hum, hum ! 
\ ^Limping away from Prattle, and putting bis hand" 

* kerchief to his facei 

Belf An acquaintance of mine, Mr Prattle. — Yo« 

4bn't know him, I believe A little hurt in the fa> 

vice — that's all. 

Prat. Accidents, accidents will happen— No lefs 
than fevcn brought into our infirmary yefter^ay, and 

ten into, the hofpital Did you hear, Major Belford* 

that poor Lady Di. Racket broke her arm laft night, 
by an overturn, from -her horfcs taking fright among the 
vaft crowd of coaches getting in at Lady Thunder's 
rout: and yefterday morning, Sir Heltcr. Skelter, who* 
is fa remarkably fond of driving, put out his collar- 
bone by a fall from his own- coach-box. 

Tarn* Pox on mV chattering 4 1 wifh he'd be gone. 

Impart to Belf. 

Belf But yonr fair patient,. Mr Prattle—-! am a- 
fraid we detain you. 

Prat. Not at all * — I'll attend her immediately ■ 
{Going, returns*)- ~-You have not heard of the change 
in the miniftryrr 

Tarn. Pftia!' 

Belf I have. 

Prat. Well, well— (Going, returns*) — Lady Sarati 
-Melville brought to -bed within thefe two hours — a boy 
—Gentlemen, your fervant, your very humble Ser- 
vant. [J?xi/. 

Tarn. Chattering jackanapes. 

Belf So, the apothecary's come already— we (hall 
have a confutation of phyficians, the knocker tied up, 
and ftraw laid in the itreet (hardy.— But are not you 
afharned, Tamper, to give her all this uneaiinefs? 

Tam% No matter— — I'll make her ample amends,at 

laft 
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fcft— What could pofiefs them to fend for this Hloclt- 
fcetdf He'll make her worfe and work— He will *fo~ 
htfcly talk her to death* 

Bdf. Oh) the puppy's in famion, you know. 

7mm. Jt is lucky enough the fellow did not kawr 
me* He's a downright he-goffip!— end aay thing be 
knows might as well be published in The Daily Advert 
tHer But come, for fear of difcovery, we had better 
decamp for the prefent. March! 

JBel/l You'll cxpofe yourfelf confoundedly, Tamper. . 

Tarn. Say no more. I am rcfolv'd to put her affec- 
tion to the trial. If {he's thorough proo$ I'm made for 
ever. Come along, [Going. 

Belfi Tamper! 

Tarn, Oh, I am lame— -J v forgot. [Limping. 

Belf. Lord, Lord J what a fool Mf-love makes of a 
man! \ExemU 

A C T IT. 

Scene, Emily's Drejpng-ro$mi 
Emily, Bell, Pratt\c t Jiiting on afofa. 
Sell. J Think you feem tabe a good deal recovered;, 

Emily. 
Em* I am much better than I was, I thank you— 
Heigh-ho! 

PraU Ay, ay, I knew we flfould be better by and by- 
— ■ > Thefe little nervous diforders are very common all 
over the town— —merely owing to the. damp weather,, 
which relaxes the tone of the whole fyftem.— The poor 
Duchefs of Porcelain has had a fever on her fpirits thefe 
three weeks — Lady Teafer's cafe is abfolotely hyfteri* 
cal ; and Lady Betty Dawdle is. almoft half mad with 
lownefs of fpirits, headaches* tremblings^ vain fearr, and: 
wanderings of the mind. 

N Em. FVay, Mr Pjrattlc, how does poor MSs Cromp* 
ton do ?' 

Prat. Never better, Ma'am.— Somebody has remo- 
ved her difordcr, by prefcribing very cfFe&ually to the 
Marquis of Cranfoid. - His intended match with Mil* 
BkhmaD; the hundred thotrf and pound fortune, is quite 

off* 
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off;, ami fo, Ma'am, Mifs Crompton is perfe&ly well a- 
gain " By the bye too, (he haa another reafon to re- 
joice : for her coufin, Mifs Dorothy, who lives with her, 
and began, you know, to grow rather old-maidifli, at 
we fay, Ma'am, made a fudden conqueftof Mr Bumper, 
a Lancashire gentleman of a great eftate, who came up 
to town for the Chriftmas ; and they were, married at- 
Mifs Crompton's yefterday evening. 

Bell. Is it true, Mr Prattle, that Sir John Medley- 
is going ta the fouth of France for- the recovery of hi*; 
health? 

Prat. Very true, Ma'am f very true, that he's goings 
I promife you ; but not for the recovery of his health. 
Sir John's welt enough himfelf— but hiV affairs are in a 
galloping confumption, I allure you. No lefs than two 
executions in his houfe; I heard' it for fad at.Lady 
Modifh's. Poor gentleman, I have known his chariot 
ftand at Arthur's till eight o'clock in the morning. He 
has had a fad run a long time ; but that laft affair at 

Newmarket totally, undid hun.-^ Pray, Ladies, have 

you heard the ftory of Alderman Manchefter's lady ? 

Bell. Oh, no. Pray, what is it? 

Prat- A terrible ftory indeed— —Eloped from her 
hufband, and went off with Lord John Sprightly. Theit 
intention, it feems, was to go over to Holland ; but 
the Alderman purfued them to Harwich, and catched 
them juft as they were going to embark. He threaten- 
ed Lord John with a profeeutibn : but Lord John, who 
knew the Alderman's turn, came down with a thoufand 
pounds ; and fo the Alderman received his wife, and all 
is well again. 

Bell. I vow, Mr Prattle, you are extremely amufing* 
You know the chit-chat of the whole town. ' 

Prat. Can't avoid picking up a few flight anecdotes, 
to be fure, Ma'am — Go into the beft houfes in town—" 
attend the jfirfl families in the kingdom — nobody better 
received — nobody takes more care — nobody tries to give 
more fatisfa&ion. 

BelL Is there any public news of any kind, Mr 
Prattle ? 

Prat. None at all, Ma'am except that the officer* 

are moil of them returned from the Havannah. 

Em* 
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Em. So we hear, Sir! 

Prat. I faw Colonel Tamper yefterday* O, ay! and 
Major Bclford, and another gentleman, as I came in here 
this morning. 

Bell. That was Colonel Tamper, Sir. 

Prat. That gentleman, Colonel Tamper; Ma'am! 
* Btit. Yea, Sir. 

Prat. Pardon me,. Ma'am ! I know Colonel Tamper 
very well.— -That poor gentleman wad fomewhat difabhd 
•—had fuffiercd a little in the wars— Colonel Tamper * 
not fo un/ortunate. 

Em. O yes, that horrid accident! 

Prat % What accident? 

Bell. His wounds— hii wounds D on't you know* 
8k? 

Prat Wounds, Ma'am ! — Upon my word, I never 
heard he had received any. 

Bell. No! Why he loft a leg and an eye at the fiege 
•f the Havannab. 

Prat. Did he? Why then, Ma'am, I'll be b#ld to Jay* 
he is the ruckieft man in the world. 

Bell. Why fo, Sir? 

Prat. Becaufe, Ma'am, if he loft a leg and an eye at 
the Havannah* they muft be grown again, or he has 
fbmehow procured others that do the buunefh every whit 
as well. 

Em. Itnpoflible! 

Prat. I with I may die, Ma'am, if the Colonel had 
Hot yefterday two as good legs and fine eyes as any man, 
in the world. If he loft on* of each at the Havannah, 
we practitioners in phyfic fhould be much obliged to him 
to communicate his receipt for the benefit of Greenwich 
and Chelfea hofpitals. 

Em. Are you fure that the Colonel has. had no fuck 
fofs, Sir? 

Prat* As fure as that I am here, Ma'am! I faw him 
going into the what- d'ye -call-him ambaftador's, juft over 
againft my houfc, yefterday; and the laft place I was at 
this morning was Mrs Daylight's, whs)e I heard the 
Colonel was at her route laft night, and that everybody 
thought he was rather improved than inured by his late 

cxpetaV 
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expedition.— But, odfo! Lack«a-day, lacVa-day, lack* 
n-day !— now I recoiled— ha, ha, ha I 

[Laughing very heartily. 
Bell. What's the matter, Mr Prattle? 
Prat. Excufc me, ladies; I can't forbear laughing— 
ha, ha, ha !~«-The gentleman in t'other room, Colonel 
Tamper ! ha, ha, ha!— I find the Colonel had a mind 
to pay a nfif in mafquerade this morning— -—I fpoke to 
Major Belford— — I thought 1 knew hit friend too ■ ... 
but he limped away, and hid hi* face, and would not 
fpeak to me.— Upon my word, he did it very well I 
1 could have fworn there had been an amputation — He , 
would make a figure at a maflced ball. Ha, ha, ha! 
Em. Bell. Ha, ha, ha! 

[Looking at each other % and effecting to laugh. 
Prat. Ha, ha, ha! very comical! Ha, ha, ha! 
Bell. & frolic, Mr Prattle, a frolic: I think, however, 
you had better not take any notice of it abroad* 

Prat. Me! I (hall never breathe it, Ma'am: I am , 
clofe as oak— an abfolute free-mafon for fecrecy 
But, Ma'am, (rifing)* I mud bid you good morning 
- I have feveral patients to vifit before dinner. 
Mrs Tremor, I know, will be dying with the vapours 
till fhe fees me; and I am to meet Dt Valerian at Lord 
He&ic's in lefs than half an hour. 

Em. Ring the bell, my dear Mr Prattle, your fer- 
vant. 

Prat, Ladies, your very humble fervant. — I mail fend 
you a cordial mixture, Ma'am, to be taken in any parti- 
cular faintnefs, or lownefs of fpirits ; and fome draughts 
for morning and evening. Have a care of catching 
cold, be cautious in your diet, and I make no doubt but 
in a few days we (hall be perfectly recovered. — Ladies, 
your fervant: Your moil obedient, very humble fer- 
vant. [ExiU 
[The ladies Jit for fome timejilent. 
Bell. (Jfter a p*ufe.) Sifter Emily ! 
Em. Sifter Bell! 

Bell. What d'ye think of Colonel Tamper now, li- 
fter? 

Em. Why, I am Co provoked, and fo pleafcd ; fo angry, 

and 
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amd fo diverted ; that I don't know whether I mould he 
in, or out of humour) at this difcovery. 
* Bell. No! — Is it poffible you can have fo little fphrit? 
This tattling apothecary will tell this fine ftory at every 
boufe he goes into— it will be town-talk — If a lover of 
mine had attempted to put fuch an impudent deceit up-' 
on me, I would never fee his face again. 

Em, If you had a lover that you liked, Bell, you would 
not be quite fo violent. 

Bell. Indeed but I mould* What ! to come here with 
a Canterbury tale of a leg and an eye, and heaven knows 
what i merely to try the extent of his power over you— 

* To gratify his inordinate vanity, in e cafc you mould 

* retain your affe&ion for him ; or to reproach you for 

* your weaknefs and infidelity, if you could not reconcile 

* yourfelf to him on that fuppofition.' 

Em. It is abominably provoking, I own; and yet, Bell, 
it is not a quartet of an hour ago, but I would have 
parted with half my fortune to have made it "certain that 
there was a trick in the ftory. 

Bell. Well, I never knew one of thefe men of extra- 
ordinary fenfc, as they are called, that was not in fome 
inftances a greater fool than the reft of mankind. 

Em. After all, Bell, I mud confefs that this ftiatagcra 
has convinced me of the infirmity of my temper. This 
fuppofed accident began to make ft range work with me. 

Bell. I faw that plain enough. 1 told you what your 
pure and difii.terefted paflion, fifter, would come to, long 
ago. — Yet this is fo flagrant an affront, I would make 
him fmart for it fome way or other; I would not marry 
him thefe feven years. 

Em. That, perhaps, might be puniming myfelf, fifter. 

Bell. We muft plague him, and heartily too. Oh, for 
a bright thought now, fome charming invention »to tor- 
ment him! 

Em. Oh, as to that matter, I mould be glad to have 
fome comical revenge on him with all my heart. 
Enter Servant. 

* oVr. Captain Johnfon, Ma'am. » 

Em. Defoe him to waik up. (Exit Servant.) lam fit 

to fee any company now ^— This difcovery will do me 

2 more 
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: good* I -believe, than all Mr Prattle's cordial mix- 
tures, aa he calls them. 

Bell. Oh, you're in charming fpirits, lifter But 

Captain JohnfonI you abound in the military, Captain** 
Colonels, and Majors, by wholesale: Who is Captain 
Jbhnfon, pray i 

Em. Only the name that Mademoifelle Florival, the 
Belleifle lady you faw this morning, goes by* 

Bell. Oh, filler, the luckieft thought in the world— 
fuch an ufe to make of this lady. 
Em. What d' ye mean? 

Bell. Captain Johnfon ihatt be Colonel Tamper's rival, 
lifter! 

Em. Huihi here me is. 

Enter Madcmcifelle Florrvak 
Em. Give me leave, Madam, to introdsce you to my 
lifter. 

Bell. I have heard your ftory, Madam, and take part 
in your misfortunes. 

Flo. 1 am infinitely obliged both to you and to that 
lady, Madam. 

Em. Oh ! Madam, I have been extremely ill fince yo« 
was here this morning, and terrified almoft beyond ima- 
gination. 

Flo. 1 am very forry to hear it ; may I alk what ba* 
•alarmed you? 

Em. it is fo ridiculous, I fcarce know how to tell 
you. 

Bell. Then I will. You mud know, Ma'am, that 
my (liter was engaged to an officer, who went out on a 
late military expedition. He is juft returned, but is 
come home with the ftrangeft conceit that ever filled the 
brain of a lover. He took it into his head to try my 
lifter's faith by pretending to be maimed and wounded* 
and has actually vifited her this morning in a counter- 
feit character. We have juft now detected the imposi- 
tion, and want your aififtance to be pleafantly revenged 
on him. 

Flo. I cannot bring myfelf to be an advocate for the 
lady's cruelty-— —But you may both command me in any 
thing. 

Em. There is no cruelty in the cafe * I fear I am 
Vol. I. C c goae 
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■mi too §k front that An you are, in a 

loch a fmart young gentleman, my After bat wag^ifhly 
prapofed to make you the ia&htmcut of exciting Colo- 
pd Tamper's jcalotafy, by your perfonating the cha* 
euAcr of a tappofad ii**L~«Was not that your device* 
lifter? 

BdL It waaj and if thit bey will come into it, and 
you play your part wtU, we'll teafe tbe wife Colonel, 
nod make feixn tick of Ida roguerica, I warrant you. 

Flo, 1 have been a mad girl in my time* i coof eta, and 
remember when i mould have joined in fuch a frolic with 
flemurt. At prefeot, I fear I tm fearer miftrcft enough 
of my temper to maintain my character with any tole- 
rable humour. However, 1 will fummod up all my tpi* 
riu, and do my bci to oblige you* 
< A*£ <>h, you wfll have but little to do-*— The bu- 
flneft will lie chit fly on your hands, Emily— You muft 
be moft intolerably provoking.— If you do but irri- 
tate him fufficicntly* we (hall have charming (port with 
htm. 

Em* Never fear me, Bell; Mr Prattle'* intelligence has 
given me fpitits equal to any thing--*— -Now I know it 
at hat a trick* 1 flail fcarce be abk to fee him limpiag 
about without laughing,— 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Colonel Tamper, Madam. 

Em fihftw him in! (Exit Servant.)—— Now, la- 
dies ! 

BelL Now, fitter !— Work him heartily; cut him to 
the bone, I charge you.— —If you (how him the leaft 
mercy, you are no woman. 

Enter Colonel Tamper. 

Tam. Thia it k to have new fet vanU 1 not at home, 
indeed!'- -A pack of blockhead*, to think of deny- 
ing my Emily to me. I knew the poor dear fool wat 
a little out of order indeed*— but— *+—( feeing Florival)*-* 
1 beg pardon, Madam! I did not know yoo, had com* 
pany.- 

BetL Ob, this gentleman is a particular friend of my 
$fter's*~-~he's let in at any time. 

Tarn. Hum! [Diforitred* 

' £n* I did sot &pe& to fee you return for fooiv &! 
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Tarn. Nb**I teiieae 1 am come {bmewhtt ttutpenV 
edly indeed, Madam I 

jB«. If your return had not been fo extremely pfe> 
eipitate* Sir, I mould have fen* you a meaare ea pur* 
pole to prevent jam goring yoarfetf that trouble* > 

%**> Madam I a me&ge I Cor *hat reafoo? 

£m. Becaufe I am otherwtfe engaged. 

*'• \JTtn yiCUjMrt9t€9m 

- TM. Engaged I I don't apprefaead foil, MadeoV 

Mm> No? yon art extremely dull then t don't pan 
foe 1 hate company I^Wa yon at the opera laft night. 
Captain Johnfon I [GofmHmg mitb FloarfaL 

Tarn* I am thunderftruck.— Madam ! Mifa lenilyi 
-—Madam I 

Em. &H^olondTawuperi~*4iirl 

Tat*. I fay, Madam!-—-— > 

Jfce. 8k! 

Tmv. * Sdeath* I baa* tat power to fyeak to her*e» 
Thia ftrangt *m4 hidden ahetatida in your beoavioar* 
•fadaft»~»~* 

£m. Alteration ! aoae at all* £tr i the chaage k cm 
year fcde, not mine. I'll be judg'4 by thai gettleeJat. 
—Captain Johnfon, henfe a miaiatim of the Coiooei* 
vhtch bt fat for fat before he went abnaal d «dnte by 
a goenY hand, and reckoned a ftrikiag lihttaAn ■ I>H 
yaueaer fee a pear ceeatnre Jo altered J 

rffivfoff * foaatfc 
., Fh. Why, really, Mtltatj theid at, I ntuft own, a 
ejery vffiblc difference at pnrftoi^-^That black ribband 
{looking by turns on tho fixture and Ooknti T«n*p*f) 
eaakes a r*talecupfc of the briftiieoey of thja right efe^- 
aael then* the trregaiar atetiomftf the leg giete fitch a 
tvtft to the reftief the body* that » " 

Tar*, enr !-*~~Bat it it ta yea I addeefii atyfetf at 
i fjrefent* Madam* *~I wat onee fond and feoiifli eoengh 
io itfmgine that yon had a heart truly geseroaa and fce> 
fible ; and flattered myfelf that it atae abate beiag iha- 
/Men by abfenc*, or a&Aed by ereats-~~How have I 
been deeeifed I i find* that— U 

£m> Pardon me, die, I neeer d ee eiaed ^unt uwaany 9 
you fee that I difdained the thought of deceiving you 

even for a day. Out of refiptft to oar late mutual at- 

•■" * Cci tachment, 
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tachment, I am reforved to deal openly with 'you. In 
a word, then, every thing between- us- muff now be at 
aa end. * ~ 

7m. Confafien !—— Every thing at an end! and 
can you, you, Emily, have the courage to tell mc fo I 
Exu Why not ? Come, come, Colonel Tamper, va- 
nit) is your blind fide* 
* Tarn Zounds, Madam! 

Em. Don't be in a pafion— ^— Do but confider the 
matter calmly ; and though it may rather be difplea- 
£ng, yet when you have duly weighed all: circomftances, 
I'm fure you muft do me the juftice to acknowledge my 
finccrity. 

Tarn. I (hall run mad It it poffible, Emily ? 

Sincerity do yoa call this?— — Dii!hnalarJoa~dama*d 
diffimulation. 

Em. Have patience, Sir ! The lofs of your whole 
Jbrtune would have been trifling to me ; but how can I 
accaacilc myfctf to this mangling of 'your figure ?— Let 
me turn the tables on you for a moment— Suppofe now, 
Colonel, that I had been fo unfortunate aa to have loft 
• a leg and an eye, fliouh) you, d'ye think, have retained 

.your affection inviolable for me? 

Tarn. FaHc, falfe woman !— Have a care, Emily ! 
have a care, I fay, or you'll deftroy your fame and hap- 
pinefs for ever.— Confider what you are doing, ere yew 
stake a final refolution.— — You'll repent your incou- 
jtancy, 1 tell yoa beforehand— upon my foul, you will 
—You'll have more reafbn to repent it, than you eaa 
poffibly imagine. . 

- • Em. Why will you oblige me now to fey (hocking 

i thing* to you ? It goet (mgainft me to tcfl yoa fo, bat I 
can't even fee you now without horror ; nay, wa* I 

: even, from a vain point of honour, to adhere to my en- 
gagements with you, I could never conquer my difguft. 
—It would he a moft unnatural connection.— Wou'd 
aot it, Captain Johnfon ? 

. Tanu Hell! 'adeath! confufion !— How fteadily (he 
perfifU in her perfidy! Madam! Madam I 1 (hall 

. choak with rage-*— Bat one word, and X am gone for . 

. ever— for ever, for ever, Madam 1 - 
Em. What would yoa jay, Sir I 

T*m* 



T#£BEtfCE IS IF HW. ft; 

Tarn. Tell mc theti.-~-imd tell me truly i Ha*t not 
Jwi received fhf avidrcues of that gentleman I 

Mm. He has honoured mc with them, 1 loafeb, Sir s 
and errry circHsitUace iff fe much in his fa?onr t that! 
*o§jJd haTC_m> manner of obje&ron to htm, but pry un- 
fortunate engagements to you ■ ■ But, fincc your fll 
fortune has invincibly divorced ut from each otter, I 
ftfcrtfc i am at liberty to liften to him. 

Tarn. Matchlefs confidence !— Mighty well, Madam! 
—-It is not then the misfortunes that have befallen me* 
b*t ike citarma yoa have found in that gentleman,' which 
have altered your inclination. t 

FU. Well, »ir! and what then, Sir? fneiady, I pre- 
sume, is »ot included, like an old manfion-houfe, in the 
rent-roll of your eftatc, or the inventory of your goods 
and chattels. Her hand, I hope, is itill her own pro- 
perty, and flic may bellow it on you, or me, or any 
body clfe, juft a* die pleafes. 

Tarn. You art a villain, Sir !— Withdraw I 

Belt. 0h heaven*? here will be murder— Don't 4ir, I 
beg you, Sir. 

Flo* O never fear mey Madam ; I am not fich a pol- 
troon as to contend with that gentleman— i)o you 
think 1 would fct my ftrcngth and ikill againft. at poor 
blind man* and a cripple I 

Tom. Follow we 9 Sir; Pll fooii teach you to *tc 
your own legs. 

F/o. Oh the ftiurdy beggar ! ftir your fturopf , and be* 
gone,; here's nothing for yon, fellow I 

Tarn Villain t 

Flo. Poor man ! 

Tarn. Scoundrel t 

Flo* Prithee, man, don't expofc yonrfelf. 

Tarn* Puppy J 

Flo. Poor wretch! 

Em. Whajt, quarrel before ladies i Oh, for ihainr, Co> 
lonel! 

Tain. This is beyond all fuflcrancc. I can contain. op 
longer— Know then, Madam, {to Jsmly), to your utter 
confuRon, I am not that mangled thing which you ima- 
gine mc.i.ii Yoo may fee, Madam— 

\Refwmtig hii natural nmnor* 
C c 3 * Et* 
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Mm. Belt. Fk. Ha, ha, hi, ha! 

[Lmughing violently* 
« Em. A wonderful cure of lanmefs and blindnefs— - 
Your cafe is truly curious, Sir;— and atteied by three 

credible witnefles Will yon give u* leave to print k 

in the public papers ? 

Tarn. Madam, Madam!— 

Flo. I think the ftory would make a figure in the 
(hilofophical Tranfa&ions. 

Tarn. Sir! / 

JStti. A pretty leg, indeed— -—Will yon dance a mi* 
•uet with me, Colonel ? 

Em. Your wounds are not mortal, I hope Colonel? 

Tarn. No, Madam ! my perfon, I thank Heaven, is 
Hill unhurt.— I have my legs, both legs. Madam ; and 
^1 will ufe them to tranfport me as far as poffible from. 
£o falfe a woman — I have my eyes, too— my eyes, Mar 
dam— but they (hall never look on yon again, but as 
the moft faithlefs and ungrateful of your fex. 

Em. If I'm not furprifed how he could ad it fo well! 
Pray, let us fee you do it over again, Colonel— How 
was it, eh? (Mimicking) hip-hop, hip -hep, like Prince 
Volfcius, I think. 

Tarn. 1 took that method, Madam, to try your troth, 
conftancy, and affe&ion. I have found you void of all 
thofe qualities, and (hall have reafon to rejoice at the ef- 
fect of my experiment as long as I live. 

Em. If you meant to feparate yomfelf from me, yon 
have indeed taken an excellent' method. And a mighty 
proof you have given of your own affection, truly !— In- 
stead of returning, after an anxious abfence, with joy in* 
to my prefeuce, to come home with a low and mean fu- 
fpicion, with a narrow jealoufy of mind, when the frank- 
' uefs and generofity of my behaviour ought to have en» 
gaged you to repofe the moft unlimited confidence in 
me. 

Tam. The event, Madam, has but well warranted my 
experiment. 

Em. And /hall juftify it, Sir, ftill more : — for here, 
before your face, I give my hand to this gentleman;— 
folemnly declaring, that it fhall never be in your power 
to diflblve the connection formed between us. 

Tarn. 
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'- Tarn* As to you, MaJSam, your; infidelity be your 
punifhment.— But that gentleman (hall hear from me. 

FU. I defy you, 'Sir! 

Em. Nothing farther remains between: us— -leave 
me, Sir! 

• Tarn. I am gone, Madam! and fc help me, Heaven, 
never, never to return [Going.. 

Entir Major Betfbrd. * 

Belf. How! going in a paffion ?— -Hold, Tamper — 
•All in confu&m!*—! thought fb— and came to fet mat- 
ters to rights again. - f • 

FU. What do I fee i Major Betfordt— Major BeK 
ford ! oh ! - * J '. ■ ' ' . fFatnfir, 

Belf. Ha, my name, and fafnting!— — What can this 
■oean ? {Runs and takes her in bit artn*. ) > By heavens, 
a woman ! — May I hope that— Hold, (he recover s-r- 
It is, it is me ! my dear Florival herfelf !— and we mall 
•ft ill be happy. 

Tarn. Belford'a Belleifle lady, as I Kve!- My rival 

a woman!— 1 begin to feel myfelf very ridiculous. 

Belf. What wonder, my love, baa brought you hK 
ther, and in this habit? -' ' 

Flo. Oh, Sir, I have a long ftory to relate. At pre* 
fent Let it fuffice to fay, that that lady's brother has 
been the nobleft of friends to me ; and (he herfelf this 
morning generoufly vouchfafed to take me under her 
protection. '* 

Belf I am botmd to them for ever. At my return I 
/ound letters fronl your father, who, fuppofing you was 
in England with me, wrote to acquaint me that he was 
inconfolablefor your lofs, and that he woald content to 
our union if I would but afftire him that you was fafe 
and well.— The next poft (hall acquaint him of our 
good fortune/ Well, Tamper, am net I a lucky fel- 
low ? ' • * % 

Tarn. Oh, Belford! 1 am the moft miferable dog 

in the world. a 

BelL What, you have dropp'd ydur mafic, I fee 

you're on your own legs again 1 met Prattle in the 

ftreet— He ftopt his chariot to fpeak to me about you, 
and I found that he had blown* you up, and difeovered 

t« 
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»U the ladki that you waa returned quite uobart from 
%b$ Ha»a«n*h*. 

7***. Did that coxcomb betray roe?r*-Tbat account* 
4»r all Emily's w$hifvipdr«*»-^Qb« Major* I am ruined 

pa ft redemption 1 have behaved moft extravagantly, 

bath rot yw U4f and £ujiry,r-tf (hall never be able to 
look them in the face again* - 

Bel/. Ay, ay, J ftrAw.tfii -Did not I tell you that 
you would expoie yourfelf jctmfotttidedly J-^Howcvcr, 
ril be a* advocate for yK>K^~-~njy Fiortvai ftaJLl.be aw 
advocate for you ; and I make no doubt but you will he 
take* into favour agat& 
• JSm, Does he, defervc it, Major ? 

Btlfi Why, Madam, I can't fey much for him— or 
s>y£elf cither, faith— ~~We mud rely entirely on you* 
goodttefs, 

#&• Ht'aa true petite**, I fee, Madam ; and FIX 

anfwer for it, he love* you to execfr Nay, look oft 

Jbim. 

Enu Waa it. well done, Colonel, to chcrifh a meas 
drftraft of nte I to trifle with the partiality 1 had mown 
to you ; and to endeavour to give to* pain, merely toft* 
awe a poor triumph, over oay weaknri to youcielf? 

7W«t. I am tfluimed to anfwer you. 

BHL Amamedt and fo yon well may indeed- 

Tarn I ^Bryabitirdky—alUwifhiitobe kughei 
at, and forgiven. 

Bftfl A . v*ry r ca fag aUc *«qtieft.-r~~€c«ae, Madam, 
pity the poor fellow, amd admit him t# your good gra» 
c*# again. 

JFVSL Xitt «• preW oa t>ott» dear Madam. 

Em* Well.— now I fee he w moft heartily mortified*. 
I am half incUotw t# pity Urn* 

T*m. Generous Emily! 
- BeM.Jjo p you provoking wretch! 'tis more than your 
dfftrve/ .. * . [7# Tarn. 

7***. It mall he the future ftudy of my life to dc* 
fcrrc this' pardmi— <A7j^^ ^r At*^.)-— Belford, ,1 give 
you jOy~-T-Mftd»m-~(fo Florival) 1 have behaved fo tit 
to yog, 1 (carcc know how to give you joy as 1 ought. 

JBfff. Cornet pome* no«M*eof"thiflatpreient— Nove 
ay* have on all fides ratified the preliminaries, let us fettle 

the 
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the definitive treaty as fooo at, we can— We have been 

two lucky fellows, Tamper 1 have been fortunate in 

ftnding my miftrefs, and you at fortunate tn not lofing 
yours.. 'i 

Tarn. So we have, Belford ; and I wiffi every brave 
officer in hit Majefty's fervice had fccured to hirilfelf fuch 
comfortable winter-quarters afr'we have, after a glorious 
campaign. 
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tyty«, chief of the Eunuch*, Mr Wilder. Mr HoUiagfworth. 
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Mlmira, • - Mife Scrace. Mrs MotratferL 

lfnuna^ _ - * Mrs Johnfon. Mi&Kirh 
ioxa. 



««Ama, an EngEJfc Slave, Mrs Daly. Mrs J 



ACT L 

Scene, An apartment in the Seraglio, a Throne in man* 
ner of a Conchy with a Canopy; on the front of which is 
an Efcutcheon fixed, with the Ottoman Arnu crowned 
with Feathers ; in the Back fcene 9 the Sultan* s Door 
covered with a Curtain. 

Enter Osmyn and Elmira. 

OSMYH. 

TELL me* what right have you to be difeonteot- 
cd? 
EL When firft I came within theft walls, I found my- 

fdf 
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£f a flm j and the (bought* tf :bct*%'fhut uf> fetf ever 
re, terrified mc to death : my ttatt Auwed inccBaat- 
lyj Sulyatan watt moved with there, and {olemniy pfomi- 
fed to vcftore aac to aty liberty* my pares**, and my 
*ovntry< 

6/1 And yet when the Sultan agreed to fend you back 
to Georgia, yon did rtot avail Jour fdkf *>f bit generofi- 

£& True; but his munificence, and above ait the tea* 
dernefs and love he exprefTed to me fcnee, have f cconcil'd 
me to. this place* and I vainly thought my Charms coald 
have auach'd 1dm to die. 

Of Why then complain ? You flill poflfcfs his heart* 
Already 7 ou have been twice hoaour'd with the imperial 
handkerchief. 

EL His heart! does not this place contain a hundred 
beauties who eqaatty share hta love* Tell the SuJUn I'm 
detrrrran'd, and ready to accept the frit opportunity of 
returning to nay friends and couatry. 

Of. I (hall procure yvu an aaiwaf this morning— But* 
hark! the Sultan approaches. {Exit Elmira. 

{Tht curtain is drawm* and &* Saltan enters >, preceded 
b§ Mutts, &c A grand March played. 

SuL Ofayn. 

Of The huaabaeft of yout Oaves attend*. 

{jStaw to the ground. 

Sul. My friend, quit this ftyle of fervitudc; I am weary 
erf it. 

Of. And of the feraglto too, Sir? 
_ SuL; It even it ia—and yet, up#n reflection* I cannot 
tell why, unlefe that, having been accuftom'd to the noife 
of camps and the bufiacfc of wary I know not how to re- 
li(h pleafures, which, though varied, appear infipid, thro* 
the cafe and tranquility with which they ac: attained* 
—Your voice ufed to charm me. 
< Qfmjnf*gu 

■ Behold yonder zephyr how lightly it blow*. 

And copying of lovers it ne'er fecks repoic, 

£ut Afta to the pink, to- the lily, the aofe, 
. i Careffing each lower of the garden and grove. 

Thca ftall kt year plealuft variety crewa, 

y 'Mongft, 
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'Mongft the different beauties that rove up ami down* 

Court the charmt of the fair, of the black, of the browa, 
They're the flowers that embelUm the garden of lore* 

SuL I have often told you I am not touch'd with mere 
careffing machines, who are taught to love or fear by in- 
•ereft. 

Of And yet your highness muft confefs, your fervaat 
has aegleded nothing perfe&ry to content, particularly 
M one objed he procured you. 

SuJ. Who is that} 

§f. The Circaffian beauty— the Sultana Elmira. 
«/. And truly flic poffefles all the charms that caa 
adorn her feiu 

Of You thought fo once. 

SuJ. Once! I think fo ftilL 

Of Indeed! 

SuJ. Pofitively— why mould you doubt it? 

Of Your word is my law. But, Sir, there is a mat- 
ter I muft acquaint you with : I cannot manage the fe» 
raglio ; and, by the beard of Heli, 1 would rather quit 
the helm I can no longer guide* That Englifh Have late* 
ly brought here is quite ungovernable ; (he is fare to do 
every thing (he is forbid; (he makes a joke of our threats, 
and anfwers our moft ferious admonitions with a laugh: 
befides, (he is at. variance with the reft of the women, 
and (hows them fuch an example, that i cannot longer 
rule them. 

SuJ. That is your bufinefs — I will have them all agree 
How do you call her? 

Of. Since (he has been here, we have called heritor*- 
Una, 

SuL Wei! — you muft endeavour to bring her to rea- 
fon. 

Of Shall the Sutana Elmira throw herftlf at your high* 
nefs's feet then ? 

SuL Let her come-* And, do you hear, Ofmyu,gota 
the apartment of that Ferfian (lave you (poke of yefer- 
day, we. that fings fo well, and fend her hither. 

Of I will, moft fublime Sultan. > [Exit Ofaya. 

Enter Elmira* Shekneclr. 

SuL I know before-hand that you come to upbraid 

me— —We have not met fo often lately as our mutual 

l incli* 
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inclinations wou'd have made agreeable 5 but don't at- 
tribute that to coldnefs which has been the unavoidable 
confequence of affairs — the bufinefs of the Divan haa ta- 
ken up fo much of my time. 

" El. I don't prefume to complain ; for ydnr image is 
fo imprinted on* my heart, that you are always prefent to 
my mind. 

SuL {impatiently.) Nay, dear Elmira, I have not the 
lead doubt. 

• El. How does my fovereign like this robe which X 
Irave put on, on purpofe to pleafe him ? 

SuL Oh, {ydnvning 9 ) Elmira, you love mufic — I have 
fent for the Periian Save, who I am told fings fo well $ 
— if me anfwers the description, fhe will afford you en- 
tertainment. 

El. I want none when you are prefent; your company 
fuffices for every thing, \ 

SuL Yondercomes oar finger. 

Enter Ifmena. 
If {kneeling.) Your (lave attends your pleafure. 

£_ The Sultan makes ajSgn to the Eunuchs, who bring 
two fools ^ and beckon Elmira to Jit. 
EL This is an honour i did not expedt. 

[Taking her feat • 
Ifmena jt*gs. 
Bit ft hero, who in p«?ace and war 
Triumph alike, and raife our wonder ; 
In peace the (hafts of love you bear, 
In war the bolts of Jove's own thunder. 
[While Ifmenajfo^j, Solyraan takes hlmiraV hand* 
SuL Btautifui ifmena, methought that fong did not 
fo well exprefs the effects of love- Madam, {to El- 
mira), we will hear her again — I never heard any thing 
fo charming — her voice is exquifitc— What do you think 
of her? 

EL If (lie hears all this, 'twill make her vain — I can- 
not bear all this — 1 am ready to burft with indignation 
and anger. [Exit Llmira. 

SuL There is fomething in this flave that interefts me 
in her favour; fhe fhall be received among the Sultana's 
attendants, and by that means we fhall have an oppor- 
tunity of hearing her often —{Turning, perceives Elmira^ 
Vol. I. D d • - gone.] 
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£flff*.]-—But w Here's the Sultana! I did 'not perceive (be 
had left us — Follow her, Ifmcna, and endeavour to amufe 
her. lExit Ifmena. 

Enter Ofmyn. 
Of I come to tell your Highnefs, there is no bearing 
that Englifh flave ; (he fays fuch things, and does fuch 

things, that 

Sui Why, what is't (he does? 

Of She mimics me — nay, and mimics you too. 

«SV. Pho, pho. 

tyl Advice is loft upon her When I attempt to 

give it, (he falls a fiuging and dancing — There is no en- 
suring it, if you do not permit me to correct her. 

Sul. You take thefe things in too ferious a light—— 
She farms indeed a (ingular character. 

Of, She has the impudence of the devil: but juft now 
I threatened to complain to you of her, (he faid (he 
would complain of me ; and here (he comes* 
Enter Roxalaua. 
Sul. How now! 
• Rox* Well, heaven be prais'd, at lead here is fortie- 
th ing like a human figure. You are, Sir, I fuppofe the 
fublime Sultan, whofe (lave I have the honour to be: if 
fo, pray oblige me fo far, as to drive from your prefence 
that horrid ugly creature there ; for he (hocks my fight 
*— (To Oimyn) — Do you hear, go. 

Sul, (gravely,) Thty complain, Roxalana, of your ir- 
reverent behaviour ; you mull learn to treat the officers 
of our Seraglio, whom we have fet over you, with more 
deference — All in this place honour their fuperiors, and 
obey in filcnce. 

Rox. In dlence! — and obey! Is this a fampleof your 
Turkish gallantry — You muit be vallly lov'd indeed, if 
you addrefs women in that itrain. 

SuL Confider youare not now in your own country. 
Rox. No indeed; you make mc feel the difference fe- 
verely — There rei/ns eafe, content, and liberty ; every 
citizen is himfelf a king, where the king is hirafeif a ci- 
tizen.' 

Suf. Have a humour more gentle and pliable; I ad- 
vife you to alter your behaviour for very good reafons; 

ai.d 
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and it 19 for your good : there are very rigorous laws ia 
the Seraglio for fuch as are refradory. 

Rox. Upon my word you have made a very delicate 
ipeech, and I admire the gravity with which it was ut- 
tyed. 

SuL Roxalana, I am ferious. 

Of What does your Highnefs think now? Did I tell 
you the truth. 

Rox* Oh, whifpering:— What is it that monfter fays? 
—that what-do-you-call-him, that good-for-nothing am* 
phibious animal, who follows us like (heep here, and is 
for ever watching us with his Rightful glaring eyes, as if 

he would devour us 1* this the confidante of your 

pleafures — the guardian of our chaftity ? 1 mull dd 

him the juftice to confefs. that if you give him money 
for making himfelf hated, he certainly does not ileal his 
wages. We can't itir one rtep hut he is after us; by and 
by, i fuppoie, he will weigh out air and measure Kght 
to us; he won't let us walk in the gardens, left it mould 
rain men upon us ; and if it did, 'tis a bl effing we've 
been long wifhing for. 

Of Theie now; don't (he go on at a fine rate? 

Aox. Don't mind that ugly creature, but liften to me 
— If you.follow my counfel I (hall make you an accom- 
pli {h'd prince— I wim to make you bclov'd— Let your 
window-bars be taken down — let the doors of the bera- 
glio be thrown open — let inclination alone keep your 
women within it; and iuftead of that ugly odious crea- 
ture there, fend a handfome fmart .youn^ officer to us 
every morning; one that will treat us like ladies, and lay 
out the plcafure of the day. ' 

\JVhUe Jhe is freaking* Solyman' admires her. 

SuL (to Ofmyn.) Did you ever fee fo expreiftve a coun- 
tenance — [To Rox.) Have you any more to fay? 

Rox. Yes, Sir, this — To defire you will not mind 
him, but attend to me —Men were not born to ad- 

vife — the thing is exprefsly the contraiy We women 

have certainly ten thoufand times more fenfe — Men, in- 
deed ! -Men were born for no other purpofe under 

heaven, but to amufe us; and he who fucceetis beft, 

perfectly anfwers the end of his creation—— Now, Sir, 

D d 2 fare- 
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farewell. If I find you profit by my firft kffon, I may 
perhaps be tempted to give you another. [JSxit* 

Of Did you ever hear the like, Sir ?— Her infolence 
is not to be borne. 

SuL I think it amufing. 
. Of I (hall certainly lofe all my authority in the Sera- 
glio, if {he it not corrected 

Std. 'Tie a girl — a fool of a difpofition, that chaftife- 
ment would make worfe — —Go after her, Ofmyn, bid 
her come back and drink fherbet with me. 

Of Sherbet with you, Sir r 

Sul* 1 have faid it. — ( Goes on the throne* takes a pipe.) 
Well, for my life, I can't get "the better of my afto* 
nifliment, at hearing a Oave^talk in fo extraordinary a 
manner — (Smakes.) — £nd the more I think of it, my a- 

ftonifhmcnt is the greater She's not haodfome, that 

is, what is call'd a beauty; yet her little note, cock'd in 
the air, her laughing eyes, and the play of her features, 

have an effeft all together Elmira has fomething 

mow foft and more majeftic — yet, methinks, I have a 
mind to fift Roxalana's character; mere curiofity, and 
nothing elfe It is the firit time we have feen in this 

place a fpirit of caprice and independence I'll try at 

leaft what (he'll fay to me farther— —There can be no 
harm to divert myfelf with her extravagance. 
Re-enter Ofmya. 

0/* I have delivered your mefTage. 

Sul. Delivcr'd my mcflage! Where's Roxalana? 

Of. In Her chamber, where (he has iock'd herfelf ia. 

SwL No matter for her being in her chamber— What 
didfhefay? 

Of Treafure of Light, (aid I— through the key -hole, 
■ ■ ■ I come from the-Sublime Sultan to kifs trie duft be- 
neath your feet, and to defire you will come a«d drink 
flierbetwith him. She anfwer'd through the key -hole, 
Go tell your mailer, I have no dull on my feet, and I 
don't like (herbet. 

Sul. In effect, Ofmyn, the fault is yours;— you took 
your time ill, as you commonly do— You (houid have 
waited fome time don't you owe her refpeel ? . 

Of And after this, wou'd you have her come again? 

$ul. Perhaps I would. 

o/ 
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&f Shall I fetch the Sultana Elmira, too ? 
Sul. What's the meaning of this, Ofmyn ? I tell you* 
once more, go and bring me Roxalana. 

[Curtain moves* 
Of Who is't that meddles with the great curtain? 
SuL Who islt lifts that portal there ? 
Rox. {coming frem behind*) 'Tis I. 
Sul. Yon! ano>how dare you take that liberty? 
Of. Ay, how dare you ? — Don't you know 'tis death? 
for any to enter, there but the Sultan,, without being 
eondu&ed? 

SuL Come, come; (he's not acquainted with the cu> 
ftomsof the' beraglio"; fo let it pafs. Roxalana, I beg 
your pardon — Lam afraid he has difturb'd you. now. 

Rox. Oh, it is only what I cxpe&ed— — You Turkt 
are not reckoned very, polite In my country, a gal- 
lant waits upon a lady; but the . cuftom is quite different 
here I find . ■ 

[Sultan $ffers her the pipe, Jbejlrikes it down* 
What, do you think I fmolie?; 

SuL How's this ! — Does your infolencego fo far ? 
Of What do you command,. Sir ? 
SuL Silence! 

Rox, What! angry before a woman !^— I'm quite 
afliam'd of. you. . 

Sul. This is not to be fuffer'd — and yet there's fome- 
thing fo foolifh in it too C ome hkher,. Roxalana, I 
want to fpeak to you. 

Rox. No,. I thank you.; Lam very well where lam. 
SuL Tell me then, is it in this light manner women 
behave in England? 
Rox. Pretty near it; 

SuL And fuppofe I wou'd' for once forget your na*> 
tional vivacity, would.it make you more cautious for the 
future?— Come, give me your hand; and you may 
imagine I have forgot all you have faid to me. 

Rox. So much the worfe for you. I told you a great, 
many good things; — 1 fee my frnnknt-fsis difagreeable;. 
but you mull grow us'd to it.. Don't you think your- 
felf very happy to find a friend in a (lave? one that will: 
teach you how to love too ; for 'tis in my country love 
it in its dement* It is there all life and tendernefs,.be-- 
Dd'j caulc 
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caufe it is free ; and yet even there, a huroand beloved 
it next to a prodigy — —If it be then ib difficult to love 
a hufband, what muft it be to love a matter* I am your 
friend'; I tell you truth : — and do you know why you 

diflike to hear it? be caufe it is a language your ear* 

are unaccuftom'd to But I don't mini that ; I (hall 

make you well acquainted with it — Happy would it be 
for every prince, had they a friend near them to tell them 
the truth. 

Sul But you muft treat me wkh refpec\. 
Rox. I treat you with refpe&! — that wonld be worfe 
ftilk 

St*/. Indeed:! 

Rox. Oh, yous notions are horri d ■ I mall correct 
you, 

Sul. Correct me? — In what, pray? 
Rox. In what concerns you* 

Sul. She is theftrangeft mortal, fure! — But let's have 
no more of this. 

Rox. Nay, though you don't take my leflbns as pa- 
tiently at I could wi(h, I hope you are not difpleas'd: 
with me. — I mould be forry to offend you, 
StiL You may eafily avoid it then- 
Rote* It will be nothing in time* 
Sul. Why, won't you confider who I am, and wi»- 
yon are? 

Rox. Who I anv and who you are ! Yes, Sir, I do 
confider very well that you are the Grand Sultan; 1 am 
your flave ; hut I am alfo a free-born woman, prouder 
of that than all the pomp and. fplendour eaitern mo- 
no ichs can beftow. 

Sul. As far as. I can perceive then,. you would be very 
j"lad to get away from me. 

Rox. Yon never were more right in your life. 
Sul. Well, but if I endeavour to render the Seraglio* 
agreeable to you — if 1 ftrudy to make you happy, might 
you not in your turn try to defcrve my favour? 
Rox. No. 

Sul. Do you fpeak that finccrtly?* 
Rox. As I think it. 
SuJ. And yet there is fomething that whifpers me-— 

Rex. Don't believe it 1 tell youjt deceives you. 

S«L* 
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Sul. And muft I never expect 

Rox. Never-— caprice aad fancy decide all. 

Sul* In caprice and fancy then I reft my hopes ; and 
m the mean time you (hall fup with me. 

Rox. No — I beg to be excua'd — I'd- rather not. 

Sul. Why (b— -'tis an honour that you ought — 

Rox. An honour that 1 ought ! — Sir, you ought to 
lay afioV thofe humiliating phrafes;, for while they teach 
its your fuperior greatnefs, they rob you of the pleafure 
ef being agreeable — But to be in good humour, Sir, I 
ought not to accept your pvopofak; for I know that 
Sapper* here tend to certain— -things that 1 can't — in- 
deed, Sir. 

Sul. Well, as you plea&. 

Rox. That is very wellfaid; you are my pupil, you 
know, and mould give up every point to me ; and fince 
that is the cafe,, in (lead of my fupping with you, yo». 
fhall dine with me. 

Sul. With all my heart — be it fo— — Ofmyn I 
Enter Ofays. 

Sul. Ofmyn 

Rox. Ofmyn, I fey, hear my directions — You know 

I am to fpeak Go to the clerk of the kitchen, and. 

4efire him to provide a handfome entertainment in my 
apartment, as the Sultan dines with me. 

Of. Did your Highnefs order 

Sul. What do yon ftand for I Do as me bids you. 

[Exit Ofmyn bowing. 

Rox. Are there not forae females here that would en- 
Kven the converfatien ; for example, the beautiful Sul- 
tana Elmira. that accompKfh'd favourite you love fo 
well ; her company muft be agreeable ; and the Perfian 
flave Ifracna, who I am told tings enchantingly— and 
whom you love a little. 

Sul. Yes— but 

Rox. 1 understand you-— yotr will hare her too. 

Sul. It is not neceffary — we'll be alone. 

Rox. Alone — a tete a-tete would be a great pleafure,, 
to be fure i-i-oh no. 

Sul. I promife you 1 expect it. 
Enter Ofmyn. 

Of. Madam, your orders are obey'd* 

SuL 
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5tf/. Go to Elmira's apartment, and tell her T (Bait 
fee her this evening. This evening, do you hear ? 

Rox. I don't like that whimpering there > What's 

that you fay ? — you know I have often told you of that 
ugly trick. 

Sul. Nothing I'll come to her— go. 

Rox. Stay, 1 fay; I have fome bufinefs with you. 

Sul. Stay ! — Certainly there never was any thing half 
fo pleafant as this creature. [Exit: 

Rox. Go, Ofmyn,, to the apartments of the Sultana 
Elmira, and to the chamber of the flave Ifmena, and tell 
them to come and dine with the Sultan — If you negle& 
obeying my orders, yomr head (hall anfwer for it— And* 
do you hear, don't let on you came from roe with this 
invitation.— Take care of your head. \^ExiU. 
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Banquet y Sec*. 

Enter Rota lax a. 
Rox. A Y, let me alone,, now I have got the reins iii 
jL~\. m Y own hands, there (hall foon be a refor* 
mation in this place, I warrant. Heyday ! what have 
we got here? — Cufhions! what, do they think we are 
going to prayers? Let roe, die but I believe it is their 
dinner. What, do they mean to make me fit fquat like 
a baboon, and tear my meat with my fingers ? — Take 
away all this trumpery, and let us have tableland chairs* 
knives and' forks, and diflies and plates, like Chriftians 
' — and, d'ye hear, left the beft part jof the entertainment 
mould be wanting, get us fome wine. (Mutes lift up their 
hands, ) Mercy on us, what a wonder ! I tell you, wine 
muft be had. — If there is; none here, go to -the Mufty ; . 
he is a good fellow, and has fome good wine, I warrant 
him : ler the church alone to take care of themfelves;. 
they are too good judges of more folid things, not to be 
provided'with them. (Things are removed, andtahle y £ffc 

brought on.) Oh, here come fome of my gucfts I'll 

kide. - [G*« ajide. 

Enter 
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Enter Elmira and Ofmyn. 

EL It is inipofiible— A pretty thing, truly, me is X% 
difpute the Sultan's heart with me ! 

Of I tell you, her afcendancy over him is fuch, that 
it require* the grcateft art and caution to counteract it. 

EL Well, Ofmyn, be my friend : and here take this 
locket, Ofmyn ; and be fure fpeak ill of all my rivals, 
and all the good yon poffibly can of me. 
£ Roxalana appears . ] 

Of Death and hell ! we are deceived. 

[Afidei and exit. 

Rox. Take this locket, Ofmyn, and be ftire you fpeak 
ill of all my rivals. Ha, ha, ha ! 

El. Infipid pleafantryl Know this, however, Ma- 
dam, I was the fir ft poffeflbr of the Sultan's heart ; and 
as fuch will maintain my rights, and employ my power 
to keep it. 

Rax* By a locket*— -Holloa ! who watts there f 
Enter Ofmyn, 
Go tell the Grand Signior to come here. 

Of 1 will, Madam I'll be your friend, you may 

depend on me. 

Rox. Go* [Exit Ofmyn.] Elmira, I don't intend 
to difpute the Sultan's heart with you ; and, to prove 
it, you mull know that it was 1 invited you to dine with 
him here ; therefore make the beft ufe you can of the 
tpportunity. 

EL is it poffible! 
Enter Sultan on oneJide> f fmeaa and Ofmyn on the other. 

Rox. Siaves, bring the dinner. 

SmJ. What do I fee ? ifmena and Elmira too S 

Ron. What is the matter, Sir? 

Std. I thought you wou'd have been alone. 

Rox. Not when good company is to be had.— Come, 

folate the ladies (he hows*) A little lower, {/he f oops 

kit bead;) there, now. Ladies, my gueft is a little auk- 
ward ; but he'll improve. 

EL Indeed, Roxalana, you go great lengths. 

SuL Let her alone, (he knows it diverts me. 

Rox. Well, let's he feated— 1 am to do the hononrs. 

Sui. But what is all this i I never few any thing like 
kikfoie. 

Rox. 
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Rox. Where mould you? — Come (Enter Carver 

nvith a long knife.) Who is- that ? what does that horrid 
fellow want ? 

Of It is the grand carver. 

Rox. The grand carver ! I thought he came to cut 
off our heads — Pray, Mr Carver , be fo good as to carve 
yourfelf away. Come, Ifmena, cut up that, and help 
the Sultan. The ladies of my country always carve. 

Sul. Why, I think this cuftom is much better than 
©urs. — (To the Carver.} We mall have no occafton foe 
you. 

Rox. Come, fome wine. 

Sul Wine!—- 

Rax. Dinner it nothing without wine. Bring it here* 
Ofmyn. 

Of \fuft I touch the horrible, potion ! {Takes the bottle 
between thejklrts of bis robe.} There it is. 

Rex. Well*, Ofeiyn, as a reward^ for your fervices, 
you (hall have the firft oFlrhe bottle — Here, drink. 

Of I drink the hellim beverage 1 — 1 who am a true 
J>eltever, a rigid Muffulman.! 

Rox. (To the Sultan.) Sir, he difobeys oie. 

Sul Drink as you are ordered. 

Of I muft obey, and tafte the horrible liquor 
Oh ! Mahomet, ihut thy eyes — —'Tis done— I haYe 
obey'd. 

Rox. Ifmena, hold your glafs, there— -Elmira, fill 
yours and the Sultan's glafs. 

Sul. Nay, pray difpenfe wfth me. 

Rox. Difpenfe with you, Sir ? why (hoife'd we difpenfe 
with you*? Oh, I underfland you — perhaps you don't 
choofe thofe gentlemen mould fee you — i will foon turn 
them off — Gentlemen, you may go ;. we mall have no 
oceafibn for you, I believe. Come* ladies, talk a little 

—if you don't talk, you muft fitig. Ifmena, oblige 

us with a fong. — (After^the fong:) Come, Sir, 1 infift 
upon your drinking. 

Sul. I mull do as you bid me. (Drinks.) 

Rox. That's clever. 

Sul. (qfide.) How extraordinary is the conduct of 

thi* cieature, endeavouring thus to difplay the acconv 

' ' plifhmenU 



THE SULTAN. $t$ 

plifliments of her rivals; but in every thing (he is my 
fuperior— I can reft no longer. 

[Gfoes the handkerchief to Roxalaoa; 

Rox. Tome! Oh, no Ifmena, 'tis. yours; the 

Sultan gives it as a reward for the pleafure you have 
given him with your charming fong. 

[Gives the. handkerchief to Ifmena. 
. EL (Faints.) Oh! 

SuL {Snatching the handkerchief from. Ifmena, gives It 
to Eimira ) £lmira ! 'tis yours — ^look up, Limit a* 

EL Oh, Sir ! (Recovering ) 

Sul. (to Roxalana.) For you, out of my fight, auda- 
cious ! Let her be taken away immediately, and degra- 
ded to the rank of the lowed Gave (Exit Koxalana 
f warded.) But (he (hall be punimed, Madam, and you 
ufficiently reveng'd. 

EL I do not wi(h it ; in your love all my defires are 
tccomplinVd. 

SuL If we chaflife her, it muft be'fcverely : Go, or* 
der her to be brought hither. 

EL What is your defign, Sir ? 

SuL I would, before her face, repair the injuftice I 
was going to do you ; excite her emy ; and, rendering 
^ her punimment complete, leave her in everlaiiing jea» 
loufy 

EL I befeech you, think no more of her. 

Sal. Pardon me,. I think differently. Let her be 

brought hither, I fay. 

Of Sir, they have not had time to put on her flave'a 
habit yet. 

SuL N T o matter — fetch her as (he is ; and now, Ei- 
mira, let our endearments be redoubl'd in her fight. 

EL Is that neceiTary, Sir? 

Sul. Oh, it will gall her. — I know it will gall her— 
We fed our misfortunes with tenfold ^nguifh, when we 
compare what we are with what we might have been. 

EL It will have no effect ; (he is a. giddy creature— 
her gaiety is her all. 

SuL No, no, the contrary ; that's the thing that 
ftrikes me in Roxalana's character. Through what you 
call her fiivolous gaiety, candour and good fenfe (hine 
fo apparent. 

' El. 
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«£/ There'a an end «rt, if you joftify her. [Proudly. 

Sui I juflify her! far from it} and you rhaftpiefently 
be convinced i mean to make her ieel the utraoft rigour 
of my re&ttmcnt. 

Enter Roxakma. 

Here (he comes — (he's in affliction ; and her left-hand* 

there, endeavours to hide a- humiliated countenance. 

(To Roxalana.) Approach— Elmira, have you dcter- 

' min'd how you will difpofe of her : 

' EL i (hall not add to what (he (offers. 

Sui. How that fentiroent charms me ! Indeed, £1- 
nira, I blum to think that fo unworthy an objed nou'd 
have been able for a moment to furprife me to a degree, 
even to make me forget your fuperior merit ; but I am 
»ow your* for ever and ever. 

Rox. Ha ha, ha! 

SuL Death and hell ! (he laughs. 

Rox. Ha, ha, ha! 'Tis involuntary, Iaflure youj 
thertfbre, pray forgive me: I beg your pardon. 

SuL 'Tie impudence beyond bearing ; but 1 want to 
know the meaning of all this? 

Rox. The meaning is plain, and any body may fee 
with half an eye you don't love Elmira. 

SuL Who do 1 love then f 

Rox. Me. 

SuL You are the object of my aoger. 

Rox. That don't figni'y, love and anger often go to- 
gether ; 1 am the objed of your anger, becaufe I treat 
you with the (incerity of a friend: but, wijth your Higb- 
nefs' permiflion, 1 (hall take myfelf away this moment 
for ever. 

SuL Go then, and prefer infamy to grandeur. 

Rox. i will inftantly get out of your fublime piefence. 

\Going* 

SuL No, you (han't go— Elmira, do you withdraw— 
{Exit Elmira.) Were I to give way to my tranfports, 
1 mould make yavt feel the weight of my difpleafure ; 
but 1 frame excufes for you that you fcorn to make for 
yourfelf — What, defpife my favours ! infult my condc- 
fcenfion ! — Sure, you can't be fcnfible of your own folly! 
—Proceed, go on, continue to enrage your too indul- 
gent mailer. 

i Rox. 
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Rox. You arc my mailer, it ia true » but could the 
robber that fold me to you for a thoufaad chequing 
transfer my mind and inclinations to you along with my 

Krfbn ?— No, Sir, let it never be (aid that the great So* 
_ man meanly triumphed over the perfou of the (lave 
whofe mind he could not fundus. 

Sul. Tell me who you are; what fpeciea of inconfift- 
ent being, at once fo trifling and refpe&able, that you 
fcduce my heart while you teach me my duty I 

Rox. I am nothing but a poor Have, who ia your 
friend. 

Sul. Be dill my friend, my miftrefa ; for hitherto I 
have known only flatterers. I here devote myfelf to 
you, and the whole empire (hall pay you homage. 

Rox. But, pray, tell me then, by what title am I to 
govern here ? 

SuL By what title ? I don't understand you— -Come, 
come, ho more of this affe&ed cbynefs and duTeraUi»g« 
I fee, 1 know you love me. 

Rex. As Solyman I do, but not as emperor of the 
Turks — nor will I ever confent to afcend his bed at 
night, at whofe feet 1 muft fall in the morning. 

SuL If it depended upon me, Roxalana, I fwear by 
our holy prophet, that 1 mould be happy in calling you 
my queen. 

Rox, That's a poor excufe. ^Had the man I lovM 

but a cottage, I would gladly partake it with him ? 
would foot he his vexations, and foften his cares: but 
were he mailer of a throne, I mould expert to mare it 
will^him, or he has no love for me. 

SuL Or if you will wait, perhaps time will bring it 
about. 

Rox. Wait, indeed! No, Sir ! — Your wife, or humble 
fervan t My refolution is fix'd— fix yours, 

SuL But an emperor of the Turks 

Rox. May do as he pi cafes, and mould be defpotic 
fome times on Ae fide of reafon and virtue. 

SuL Then there is our law * 

Rox. Which is monftrous and abfurd. 

SuL The mufti, the vizirs, and the agas 

Rox^ Are your flaves — Set them a good example. 

SuL Befides, what would the people fay ? 

Vol. I. E e Rox. 
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Rex. The people!— arc they to govern you? Make the 
people happy, and they will not prevent your being fo, 
They would be pleafcd to fee you raife to the throne one 
that you love, and would love you, and be beloved by 
your people. Should (he interpofe in behalf of the un- 
fortunate, relieve the diftreffed by her munificence, and . 
diffufe tiappinefs through the palace, (he would be ad- 
mir'd— (he would be ador'd — (he'd be like the queen of 
the country from where I came. 

Sui. It is enough — my fcruples are at an end — my pre- 
judices, like clouds before the tiling fun, vanidi before 
the light 8 of your fuperior reafon — My love is no longer 
a foible — you are worthy of empire. 
Enter Ofmyn. 

Of Moft Sublime Sultan — the Sultana Elmira claims 
your promife for liberty to depart. 

Rox. Is that the cafe? — Let then the fir ft in (lance of 
my exaltationHbe to give her liberty — let the gates of the 
Seraglio be thrown open. 

SuJ. And as for Eimira, (he (hall go in a manner fuit- 
able to her rank. [Exit Ofmyn. 

Ofmyn returns. 

Of Sir, the dwarfs and botanges your Highnefs had 
ordered attend. 

Sui. Let them come in— This day is devoted to fe- 
fiivity ; and you who announce my decree, proclaim to 
the world, that the Sultana Roxalana reigns the unri- 
vaHM partner of our diadem. 

Of. There's an end of my office Who would have 

thought, that a little cock'd-up nofe would have over- 
turn'd the cuftoms of a mighty empire 1 

Sui. Now, my Roxalana, let the world obfcrve by thy 
exaltation, the wonderful difpenfation of providence, which 
evinces, that 

The liberal mind, by no diftin&ion bound, 
Thro')Nature'8 glafs looks all the world around ; 
Would all that's beautiful together join, 
Aud rind perfection in a mind like thine. 

EPI- 



EPILOGUE. 

Written by Mrs Abington ; and fpoken by her after per- 
forming Roxa/a/ia; at the Theatre- Royal, Crow-Street, 
Dublin, 1778. 



7 ORD, how 1 tremble! every atom Jhailng. 

What! /peak an Epilogue of my own making! 
A tajkfor me— presumptuous and abfurd— 
. But I Lave promised, and mufl keep my word. 
Yes 4 I did prom if e y with afolemnface, 
F*addrefs my patron* here, andfuefor grace ; 
For your paj^ favours hadfo warntd my heart, 
J thought to tell them needed Utile art. 
How vain the thought f for, pondering day and nighty 
I found y tho I mfgbtjpeak, JeoVdnot write. 
Diflrcfid, to Garrick then I fly fir aid: 
You can ajjifl me, Sir, for wit s your trade. 
When of your epilogue* Ifpeak a line, 
Machflde box cries, Ob charming, vnfl/yflne, 
Jt* quite delightful, monftroufly divine/ 
Yhe pit, alive to every comic flrake, 
With laughter loud anticipates the joke : 
All but tbe^modernfo£, to feeling dead, 
With heart of adamant and brains of lead, 
JLanguid and lifelefs, lolling, yawns, takes fnuff; 
And cries,. As gad* s my judge 'tis flimfy fluff. 
Heaven knows. I monfrtnfly abhor a play, 

It's a vile bore what dragg'd me here to-day t 

Dear lady Mary, how can you attend 7 - 
Will Garrick* s nonfenfe never bane an end? 
Notfi, Sir Mac, wbojufi bos crofi'd the Txueed 9 
Cries, Vary weel, ridiculous indeed! 
UZbe cbeeld has parts ; ah, J>e'd been muckle keen, 
Jf bred at Gla/gow, or at Aberdeen ! 
Sir Paddy fays, « My jewel, that's mighty pretty z 
* FaiW Gar rick y you were once in Dublin city; 
"* Jnfweet Smock-alley, you have cut aflgure, 
" Ob, yeud be great were you a little bigger." 
thus nations; parties, all in this agree; 
And humour's palm, oh Garrick ! yield to thee: 
Then, good Sir, f cribble fomething new for me. 
to Garrick thus in flattering flrains Ifue, 
But all in vain, nor prayers nor flattery do. 
Since thus obdurate, all their aid refufe, 
I, a mere novice, mufl invoke the mujfe. 
Ob would immortal Shake/Pear's mufe of&tt, 
Heave in bUbreaft, each kindling thought inftirej, 
£ c* 
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Or uu V / mwmt m tf * Msmian way » 
Or chant fwbjmgs « TVpXt'& Seraphs fingi 
ft yu, my kindprotcaort, tvou d J roife 
MyfuU'fy h*tyt worm^mtu efpraife: 
The great, the Irmve, the/atr, wha mew appear 
Jn irigbt array to> erase this circle here, 
ffamtfeUlat#a\ttpmlitr*ciam, 
Their worth record, and ctnfecratt their fame I 
While gratitude on nytWWU pinions fears, 
A*dK%«t had the virtues Jk adores. 
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Scene, A GROVE. 




P A R> T li 




Scej&e I. Damon, Laura* 





Laura. 

UNgrateful Damon ! Is it come to this ?* 
Are thefe the happy feeneg of promis'd blift I* 
Ne'er hope, vain Laura, future peace to prove; < 
CoatenUnefcr harbours with negle&ed love.. 
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Damok. 
Confider, lair, the evcr-refllefs pow'r 
Shifts with the breeze, and changes with the hour: 
Above reftralnt,. he feorns a fix'd abode. 
And on his 'fittten plumes flies forth, the rambling gO& 

AIR. 
Yon fay at your feet that I wept in defpair* 
And vowM that no angel was ever fo fair; 
How could you believe all the nonfenfe I fpoke? 
What know .we of angels?-— I meant it in joke*. 
I next ftand indicted tor fwearing to love, 
And nothing but death mould my paffion remove i: 
1 have lik'd you a twelvemonth, a Calendar year;: 
And not yet contented? — Have conference, my dear.. 
Recitative.. 
To-day Damst as gave a rural treat, 
And I once more my chofen friends mult meet. 
Farcwel, fwcet damfel;. and remember this, 
Pall repetition deadens, all our blifs* feExih / 

Scene II- Laura*. 

Where baleful cyprefa forms a gloomy made,. 
And yelling fpedtres haunt the dreary glade* 
Unknown to all, mylonefomc ftepa.l'U bend;-. ' 

These weep my fuff'ring3, and my fate attends 
- AIR; 
Vain is ev*ry fond endeavour 

To refift the tender dart : 
For .example* move us never; 

We muft feel, to know, the (mart.. 
When the ftiephepd fwears he's dying;, 

And our beauties fets, tO'viewj; 
Vanity, her aid fup plying, 

Bids u 8 think 'tis all our due*. 
So&er than the vernal breezes,. 

Is tlie mild deceitful ftvain^ ^ 

Frowning truth our fex difpleafes,. 

Flatt'ry never foes in vain. 
Soon, too foori, the happy lover 

Does our tend'reft hopes deceive ; 
Man was form'd to be. a rover, 

Fooliih woman, to believe lExstx 

Stem* 



THE C H A PL If. S3* 

Sceke HL Damon and federal Shepherds drinking.. 

Damon* 

In mirth and' paftime ev'ry. hour employ, 
Loft is the day that is not fpent in joy; 
Here ftrew your rofes, here your chaplets brings 
And fiften, neighbours, to the truths I £ng. 
A I R. 
Pufti about the brifk bowl, * twill enliven the heart,, 

While thus we fit round' on the grafs; 
The lover who talks of his fuff'rings and fmart, 

Defervcs to be reckon'dan afs. 
The wretch who fits watching his ill-gotten pel£, 

And withes to add to the mafs ; 
_ Whatever the curmudgeon may think of himfelf, 

Deferves to be reckoned an afs. 
The beau, who, To fmart with his well- powder'd hair,. 

An angel beholds in his glafs, 
And thinks with grimace to fubdue all the fifty 

May juftly be reckoned an afs. 
The merchant from climate to climate will roam,. 

Of Croefue the wealth to furpafs;. 
And oft while, he's wand'nng, my lady at home 

Claps the horns of an ox on an afs. 
The lawyer fo grave, when he puts in his plea, 

With forehead well cover'd with braft; 
Though he talks to no purpofe, he pockets your kty, 

There you, my god. friend,, are the afs. 
The formal phyfician, who knows every ill,. 

Shall laft be produe'd in this clafs: 
The fiok man a while may confide in his /kill;. 

But death proves the doctor an afs. 
Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 

By turns take the bottle and lafs; 
For he who his pleafurcs puts off fur a. day, 

Deferves to be reckon'd an afs. [Exeuntt 

Scene IV. Pastora,.Paljemoh. 

Pal jem on* 
fndfced, Paftofa, fpite of all you fay, 
I mull this very inftaat hafte away > 

Yo* 
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Tou think my flame's extinguiih'd quite, I know, 
And other objects ftrike me— —May be fo. 

Pastors. 
Perfidious boy ! I know 'tis Sylvia's charms 
That tear Palsemon from thefe circling arms;. 
But foon, perhaps, fomc other wifer youth 
Hay learn to fct due value on my truth. 

Paljemon. 
Whoe'er the youth may be who claims my party. 
He has my full confent with all my heart. 
AIR. 
Farewcl, my Paftora! no longer your Twain,. 
Quite lick of his bondage, can fuffer his chain r 
Nay, arm not your brow with fuch haughty difdain | 
My heart leaps with joy to be free once again. 

Sing tol derol. 
Pll live like the birds, thofe fweet tenants of May, 
Who always are fportful, who always are gay : 
How fweetly their fonnets they carol all day! 
Their love is but frolic, their courtftitp but play. 

Sing tol derol.. 
If ftruck by a beauty they ne'er faw before, 
In chirping foft notes they her pity implore: 
She yields to intreaty: and when the fit's o'er, 
'Tis an hundred to ten that they never meet mere. 

Sing tol dcrol. [Exit. 

Pastora. 
Infulting boy! I'll tear him from my mind. 
Ah, woufd my fortune cou'd a hufband find! 
And j uft in time young Damon comes this way,. 
A handfome youth he is, and rich, they fay.. 

ScsireV. Da mow* Pastora*. 

Da mow* 

. \fouchfafe, fweet maid, to hear a wretched fwain,. 
Who, loft in wonder, hugs the pleating chain; 
For you in fighs I hail the rifing day;, 
To you at eve I fing the love-fick lay: 
Then take, my love, my homage as your due. 
The devil's in her, £ ail this won't do,. [Afide. 

A.L&. 
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AIR. 

D A M O K. 

Beauteous maid, reward my paffion. 
Crown with hopes my fierce dcfire. 
She. 
Soon to yield, is not the fafhion ; 
Maids Fame court (hip mould require. 
He. 
Tedious coTirtfhip damps all pleafure* 
By this melting kifs I fwear. 
. She. 
Now you're rude beyond all meafure ; 
Kifs again, Sir, if you dare. 
He. 
Where yon bank the willows cover, 
We will fhun the heat of day: 
Shi. 
You're in too much hafte, young lover,. 
For the prteft muft lead the way* 
Hb*. 
We can do without him better; 

None but fools wou'd marry now: 
Priefts the free-born mind would fetter; 
We will meet without a vow. 
. Pajtora. 
Away, falfe man! no taore you're tale I'll hear; 
The Mack attempt offends my rigid ear: 
The joys I tafte (hall be without a crime : 
I'll -ne'er be fool'd by man— a fecond time. \Afiit. 

Damon. 
If fo, farewel, PU other regions try ; 
My gen'rous mind difdains the flavifh tye: 
Lovers, like warriors, oft repulfes meet; 
Yet both undaunted their attacks repeat. 
AIR. 
He. 
From How'r to flow'r, his joy to change, 

Flits yonder wanton bee ; 
From fair to fair thus will I range, 
And Pll be ever free. 

She. 
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She. -1 

Yon little birds attentive view, * 

That hop from tree to- tree;-. 
I'll Copy them, I'll copy you,. 

For I'll be ever free. 
He. 
While tempefts (hade the nodding grove, * 

And plough the foaming fea; 
While hawks purfue the flying do*e; 

So long will I be free. 
Shb. 
Till on the bu(h the lily grows. 

Till ffocks forfakc the lea? 
Till from the rocks burft forth the rofc, 

You'll find me blyth and free. 
Both. 
Then let'* divide to call and weft, 

Since we fhajl ne'er agree; 
And try who keeps their promife beft, 

And who's the longeft free* [Exeimf* 

PART II. 

Scene I. Laura. 

A I R. 

XKT HAT med'einecan foften the bofora's keen fmart? 

What Lethe can banifh the pain ? 
What cure can be met with to foothe the fond heart, 

That's broke by a falthlefs young fwaib ? 
In hopes to forget him, how vainly I try 

The fports of the wake and the green ! 
When Colin is dancing, I fay with a figh, 

'Twas here firft my Damon was feen. 
When to the pale moon the foft nightingales moan, 

In accents fo piercing and clear; 
You fing not fo fweetly, I cry with a groan, 

As when my dear Damon was here. 
A garland of willow my temples (hall fhade; 

And pluck it, ye nymphs* from yon grove;. 
For there to her coft was poor Laura bet ray 'd, 

And Damon pretended to love. £-£*'*» 

Scenx 
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A charming confort would have fill'd thefe arras, 

Had I but yielded to Pailora's charms; 

How blefs'd would then have been my future life, 

Palaemon's miftrefe turn'd to Damon's wife i 

Yet in her coin the wily nymph I'll pay, 

And all her fchemes of vanity betray; 

Then hafte to Laura, that much injured fair, 

And fnatch her from the jaws of black defpair* [£*//• 

Scene III. Pas tor a. 

AIR. 
In vain I try my ev'ry art, 
Nor can I fix a tingle heart; 

Yet I'm not old or ugly : 
Let me confult my faithful glafs ; 
A face much worfc than this might pafs, 

Methinks I look full, fmugly. 
Yet blefs'd with all thefe pow'rful charms, 
The young Palaemon fled thefe arms, 

That wild unthinking rover; 
Hope, filly maids, as foon to bind 
The rolling ftream, the flying wind, 

As fix a rambling lover. 
But, hampet'd in the marriage-noofe, 
In vain they ftruggle to get loofe, 

And make a mighty riot : 
Like madmen how they rave, and flare! 
A while they (hake their chains and fwear, 

And then lie down in quiet. 

Scene IV. To her Damon. 

Once more I come to hear what you decree; 
Yet ere you pafs your fentence, lift to me. 
A I R. 
Declare, my pretty maid, 

Muft my fond fuit mifcarry ? 
With you I'll toy, I'll kifs and play > 

But hang me if I marry. 
Then fpeak your mind at once, 
Nor let me longer tarry; 

With 
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With you I'll tojr r HI kifs and play ; 

But hang me if I marry. 
Tho* charms a»ad wit affaoi, 

The ftroke J well can parry : 
I love to lab* and toy and pk»y~; 
But do not choofe to marry. ~ 
Young Molly of the dale 

Makes a mere flare of Harry ; 
Becaufe, when they had toy'd and ki&'d, 

The foolifh fwain wouM marry. 
Thefe fix'd refolvcs, my dear,, 

1 to the grave will carry : 
With you I'll toy, and kifs and play ; 
But hang me if I marry. 
Past ok a. 
Dare you avow, falfe youth, your lawlefs flame i 
Think not to tempt me to a deed of fhame. 

Damon. 
Say, have you aik'd your never-cooquer'd heart, 
How many years it may rcfift the dart ? 
For: long attacks the ftrongeft fortrefa wafte ; 
Arid Troy flood ten years fiege, but fell at laft. 
. Pastora. 

v ainly you hope my virtuous heart to move ; 
1 know your vile intent, and fcorn your love. 

Damon. 
Turn, turn your eyes to yonder confeious fhade ; 
r l here a young fliephcrd met a haughty maid : 
The pines that hang o'er yonder dufky deU> 
1 he babbling pines, a tale of fcandal tell ; 
And tattling willows to the plains proclaim, 
Palaemon was the happy lover's name. 

Ha ! do you flart ? Paftora, fam'd for truth 

And rigid virtue, clafp'd a blooming youth $ 
And, laying ev'ry flerner thought afide, 
Indulg'd her pleafure, and forgot her pride. 

Pastora. 
Difaftrous fate ! how could he hear the tale? \dfide. 
You've loft all hopes, and now begin to rail. 

2 Scene 
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Scene V. To them Laura. 
AIR. 
How unhappy's the nymph 
Who weeps to the wind, 
And doats with defpair. 
On a fwain that's unkind ? 
Damon. 
7 fee the fates determine I (hall wed ; _ * 

Two nymphs are ready to partake my bed. 
Which (hall I choofe ? Paffcora's wond'rous fair, 
And Laura fparkles like the morning-flar. 

Pastora, (afide.) 

Come, there are hopes ; now, Venus, lend each grace> 

And with bewitching beauties arm my face, 

Damon. 

AIR. 

Three goddefTes {landing together, 

Thus puzzled young Paris one dayj ,T 

Can I judge the value of either, 
' Where both bear fo equal a fway I 

Pastora. 
Confider my wit and condition, 
Coafider my perfon like wife ; 
I never was us'd to petition, 

But .prithee make ufe of your eyea. 
Laura. 
No merit I plead but my paifion, 

'Twere needlefs to mention your vow; 
Reflect with a little companion 
On what this poor bofom feels now. 
Damon. 
Some genius direct me, or daemon, 

Or elfe I may chance to choofe wrong—* 

[After fome pa ufe. 
You're part of the goods of Palaemon, [To Paitoia. 
I .give you to whom you belong. 
Pastora, {afide.) 
Misjudging wretch ! with rage my bofom glows J 
Can he prefer a nettle to a rofe ? 

AIR 
I know that my perfon is charming, 
Beyond what a clown can difcoYcr : 
Vol. I. I f - ■ " - That 
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That dowdy ^our fenfes alarming, 

Proves what a blind thing is a lqurer. 
I'll quit the dull plains for the city, 

Where beauty is follow'd by merits 
Your tafle, fimple Damon, I pity; 

Your «ut who wotfd wifli to inherit ? 
Perhaps you may think you perplex me, 

And that 1 my anger wou'd {"mother; 
The lofs of one lover can't Tex me, 

My charms will procure me another. 
I ne'er was more pleas'd, I afltrre you ; 

How odious they look, I can't bear 'em ! 
1 wi<h you much joy of your fury, 

My rage into pieces could tear 'em. \Ex&. 

Scene the Ufi. Damon. 

♦To thee, kind nymph, as to offended heay'n, 
I own my faults, and fue to be forgiVn ; 
Then, gentle Laura, clear my pail offence, 
Repentance is ally'd to innocence* 

.Laura. 
Think not a rigid judge your faults arraigns, 
My tender bofom feels for all your pains; 
In thofe fad-hour?, when to the fecret grove 
I told my pangs of inaufpicious love, 
My only pray'r was once again to fee 
The lovely author of my mifery, 
Again to clafp him to my beating bread ; 
The gads bare 1 beard my*fows, and Laura's bleft. 
Damon. 
A I R. 
Contented all day, I m51 fit at your fide, 
Where poplars, far^Ilretching, o'er-arch the cool tide.; 
<And, whSe the clear Hver runs purling along, 
The thruih and the linnet contend in their fong. 

Laura. 
While you are but by tne, no danger I fear. 
Ye lambs reft in fafety, my Damon is near ; 
Jiound on, ye blyth kids, 1 now 1 your gambols may pleafej 
Jfcr my Jhephefid is bind, *mtf my heart is at cafe. 
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D&MQ1C*. 

Ye- virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 
The wifh of each heart, and the theme of each lay ; 
Ne'er yield to the Twain, 'till he make you a wife; 
For hewho loves truly, will take you for life. 

Laura. 
Ye youths, who fear nought but the frown* of the fair> 
Tis youra to relieve, not add to their care ; 
Then fcorn to their ru« afiifeince to land, 
Nor betray the fweet creature^ you're born to defend* 

Both. 
For their honour and faith be our virgins renown Mi 
Nor falfe to his vows one young fhepherd be found; 
Be their moments all guided by virtue and- truth, 
To greferve in their age what they gain'd in their youth* 
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Mrs Green, 
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Mrs Sparks.. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written by a FRTEND. 

<J*0 long has Farce, ncgle&ing Nature s lanvs^ 
Debas'd the f age, and -wrong d the comic caufe; 
To raife a laugh has been herfole pretence, 
1'ho dearly purchased at the price offenfe. 
This child of Folly gaind increafe -with time; 
JFit for the place, fuceeeded Pantomime ; . 
jRevivd her honours, joind her motley Band, 
And Song and low Conceit o"er-ran the land. 

More genrous vieivs inform our author s breaf ; 
£rwz real life bit cbaraslers are drcjl* 
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ffejeeh to trace the pajpens of mankind ; 
And ivbile be /pares the perfon, paints the mind. 
In pleajtng conjra/l he attempts tojbow) 
The vaporing bully y and the fribbling beau : 
Cowards alike; that full of martial airs, 
And this *as tender as tbejUks he *wears. 
Proud to divert, not anxious for renown. 
Oft has the bard ejfayd to pleafe the Tow*, 
. four full applauje out-paid bit little art: . ^ 

He boajis mr merit) but a grateful heart. 
Bronounceyour doom, be '// patiently fubmit, 
IV Jhvereign judges of all ivorks of •wit / 
*Ioyw the ore is brought, a lifelefs mafs; 
You give tbefamp, and then the coin may pafs. 
■ Now whether judgment prompt you toforgivr 9 
Whether you bid this trifling offspring live, 
Or with a frown fbould fend tbeftckly thing 
*Tofleep -whole ages under Dulnefs* wing; * 

To your known candour we will always truf t „ 
You never 'were, nor can you be, unjuji. 
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Scene, A Street. 

Enter Captain Love i t. and Puff. - 

Captain. 

THIS is the place we were'dire&ed to; and now r 
Puff, if I can get no intelligence of her, what will 
become of me ? 

Puff. And me. too,, Sir— You mud .ponfidcr I am a 
roarry'd man, and can't bear fatigue as I have done.-— 
But pray* Sir, why did you leave the army fo abruptly,* 
and not give me time to fill my knapfack with common 
Mceflaries ? Half a dozen mitts,* and your- regimentals, 
arc my whole cargo. 

Capt. I was wild to get away; and as foon as I ob- 
tained my leave of abfence, I thought every moment aji 
age till 1 return'd to the place where I firft : faw this 
young,. charming, innocent, bewitching creature. 

Puff. With fifteen thou fan d pounds for her fortune-— 

flrong motives, 1 muil confefs *-And now, Sir, as 

you are pleafed to fay you mud depend upon my care 
and abilities in. this affair, I think 1 have a iuib right t*. 
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be acquainted with the particulars of your paffion, tftat 
I may be the better enabled to ferve you, 
-Capt. You fhall have 'tm * When I left the uni- 

* verfity, which is now feven months frnce, my father, 

* who loves his money bettef than his fon, and would not 

* fettle a farthing upon me 

« Puff. Mine did to by me, Sir - 

* Capt. Purchas'd me a pair of colours at my own re- 

* queft; but before I join'd the regiment, which was go- 

* ing abroad, I took a ramble into the country with a 
4 fellow collegian, to fee a- relation of his who lived in 
« Berkfhire - 

* Puff. —A party of pleafure, I fuppofe. 

* Capt. During a fhort flay there, I came acquainted' 
' with this young creature: (he was juft come from the 

* boarding-fchool ; and tho' (he had all the fimplicity of 

* her age and the country, yet it was inix'd with fuch 

* fenfible vivacity, that I took fire at once. 

* Puff % I was tinder myfelf at your age. But pray* 
4 Sir, did you take fire before you knew of her fortune? 

* Capt. Before, upon my honour. 

* Puff. Folly and conftitution — But on, Sir.* 

Capt. I was introduced to the family by the name of 
Rhodophil, (for fo my companion and I had fettled it): 
at the end of three weeks I was obliged to attend the 
call of honour in Flanders ; but 

4 Puff, Your parting, to be fure, was heart-breaking. 

* Capt. I feel it at this inftant. 'We vow'd eternal con- 

* ftancy, and I promiVd to take the firil opportunity of 

* returning to her. I did fo: but we found the houfc 

* was fhut up; and all the information, you know, that 
' we could get from the neighbouring cottage was, that 

* Mif8 and her aunt were remov'd to town, and liv'd 

* fomewhere near this part of it. 

* Puff, And now we are got to the place of a&ion, 

* propofe your plan of operation. 

* Capt.- My father lives in the next llreet, fo I muft 
decamp immediately for fear of difcovenes: you are not 
known to be my fervant ; go make what inquiries you 
can in the neighbourhood, and I mall wait at the inn for 
your intelligence. 

P*f* 
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J ^ I'll patrol hereabouts, and examine all that pafs^: 
but I've forgot the word, Sir — Mifs Biddy 

CapU Bellair: 

Puff, A young fedy of wit, beauty, and fifteen thou- 
fknd pounds fortune— But Sir 

Capf. What do you fay, Puff? 

Puff. If your honour pleafes to confider that I had a" 
wife in town whom I left fomewhat abruptly hatf-a*year 
ago, you'll think it, I believe, but decent to make fome* 
inquiry after her firft; to be fure, it would be form; fmall 
confolation to me to know whether the poor woman is 
living* or has made away with herfelf, or 

' Capt. Prithee don't* diftract me; a moment's- delay is" 
of the utrrloft confequence; I muft infill upon an imme- 
diate compliance with my commands. [Exit Captain. 

Puff. The deviPs in thefe fiery young fellows, they 
think of nobody's wants but their own. He does not ccm- , 
fider that I am flefh and blood as well as himfelf. How- 
ever; T rrtay kill two birds at once ; for I (han't be fur- 

prifed'if 1 meet my lady walking the ftreets Buty 

who have we here? Sure I fhouTd know that face. 

Enter Jafper from a houfe. 
Who's that? my old acquaintance Jafper? 
Jaf What, Puff! are you here? * 
• Puff My dear friend! {kiffes kirn.) Well, and now 
Jafper, ft ill eafy and happy! Toujour/ h meme! — What 
intrigues now ? What girls have you ruin'd, and what 
cuckolds made, fince you and I ufed to beat up together, 

Jaf. Faith, bufinefs has been very brifk during the 
war ; men are fcarce, you know : not that I can lay I 
ever wanted amufement in the word of times — But hark 
ye , Puff. 

Puff. Not a word aloud, I am incognito. 

Jaf Why, faith, i mould not have known you, if you 
had not fpoke firft; you feem to be a little difhabillc too, 
as well as incognito. Whom do you honour with your 
fervice now? Are you from the wars? 

Puff. Piping hot, I aiTure you ; fire and fmoke will 
tarnifh : a man that will go into fuch fervice as I have 
been in, will find his cloaths the worfe for the wear, take 
my word for it. But how is it with you, friend Jafper ? 

What, 
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What, you ftill fccve, I fee ? you live at that hoafe, I 
fuppofe? 

Jaf I don't abfolutely live, but I an* moft of my time 
there} I have, within thefctwo month, entered into t^c 
lervice of an old gentleman, who 'hired a reputable fer- 
vant, and dreffed him as you fee, becaufe he has taken it: 
into his head to fall in love. 

Puff. Falfc appetite and fecond childhood! But, pri- . 
thee, what's the object of his pafBon? 

Jaf. No lefs than a virgin of fixteen, I affure yqu* 

Puff. Oh the toothlefs old dotard ! 

Jaf And he mumbles and plays with her till his mouth: 
waters ; then he chuckles till he cries, and calls it hi*. 
Bid and his Bidfy; and is fo foolifijy fond^— 

Puff. Bidfy! what's that? — - 

Jaf ■ Her name is Biddy. 

»uff Biddy! WhatyMifs Biddy Bellair? 

Jaf - — The fame 

*uff. I have no luck, to be fure. {jtfide*) Oh, I* 

Have beard of her; (he's of a pretty good family, and - 
has fome fortune, I know. Bat are things fettled? is 
the marriage fix'd? 

Jaf Not abfolutely; the girl, I believe, detefts himj. 
but her aunt, ajvery good prudent old lady, has given 
her confent, if he can gain her niece's: how it will end,, 
I can't tell but I'm hot upon-t myfelf. 

Puff. —The devil! not marriage, I hope?' 

Jaf That is not yet determined* 

Puff. Who is the lady, pray? 

Jaf A maid in the fame family, a^woman of honettiv 
1 affure you. She has one huiband already, a fcoundreL 
fort of a fellow that has run away from her,, and lifted 
for a foldier; fo, towards the end of the campaign, ftie 
hopes to have a certificate- he's knock'd o' th' head : if 
sot, I fuppofe, we (ball fettle matters another way. 

Puff. Well, fpeed the plough But hark ye, con- 

funrarate without the certificate if you can r-keep your 

neck out of the collar — do — I Have wore it thefe two 
years, and damnably gall'd I am 

Jaf I'll take your advice ; but I muft run away to. 
my mailer, who will be impatient fjr an aufwer u» his 
l»effage, which I have juit delivcr'd to the yc»: . ■ I . : 
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ft, cfear Mr Puff, I am your moft obedient humble fer* 
vant. 

Puff,- And. I mud to our agent's For my arrears: if you 
have an hour to fpare, you'll hear of me at George's, or 
the Tilt-yard—— Au revoir, as we fay abroad. (Exit* 
Jafper.) Thus we are as civil and as falfe as our betters: 
Jafper and I were always the beau monde exactly ; we- 
ever hated one another heartily, yet always kifs and (hake* 

hands But now to my matter with a headful of news, 

and a heart fui of joy. \Going,ftarts.. 

Angels and minifters of grace defend me ! 
It can't be! By heav-'ns, it is, that fretful porcupine,, 
my wife ! I can't ftand it; what fhall I do ? I'll try to 
avoid her. 

Enter Tags 

Tag. It muft be he! I'll fwear to the rogue at a mile'** 
d« dance: he either has- not feen me, or won't know me.. 
If I can keep my temper, I'll try him farther. 

Puff. Tfweat — I tremble — She comes upon me ! 

Tag. Pray, good Sir, if I may be fo bold 

Puff. I have nothing for you, good woman ; don't 
trouble me. 

Tag. If your honour pleafcs to look this way ■ 

Puff. The kingdom is over-run with- beggars. I fup-* 
pofe the laft I gave to has fent this: but I have no more 
loofe iilver about me; fo, prithee, woman, don't difturb 
me. 

Tag. I can hold' no lbnger. Oh you villain, you! 
where have you been, fcoundret? Do you know me now,, 
varlet? [Seizes him. 

Puff. Here, watch, watch! Zounds, I fhall have my- 
pockets pick'd. 

Tag. Own me this minute, hang-dog, and confefs 
every thing ; or, by the rage of an injured woman, 1'IL 
raife the neighbourhood,- throttle you, and fend you to 
Newgate.. 

Puff. Amazement! what, my own dear Tag! Come 

to my arras, and let me prefs you to my heart, that 

pants for thee, and.only thee, my true and lawful wife. 

Now my flare have overpaid me for the fatigue and- 

dangers of the field, I have wander' d about like Achilles- 

1A< 
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io fcarch of faafchfbl PenjetapcranoVfihe gpds Irani hoMgWfc 

me to this happy fpot. [Embraces her»> 

Tag. The fellow's crack* fou certain ! Leaver your 
bombaftic fluff, and tell mc t rafcal* why you left nae^ 
and where you have been, thefe fi» month*, ifahf 

jPi^I We'll refcrve my adventures* for our happy, win-, 
tev evenings— —1 (hall only tell you now* that my beast; 
beat fo thong is my country's caufe, : and: beings inttigar 
ted either by honour on the devil* (I can't tell which)*. 
I fet out for Flanders to gather laurels and. lay 'cm. an thy? 
feet. 

Tag. You left me to ftarvej villain* and beg my breads 
)K>u did fo. 

Puff. I left you too haftily, I mud confefs; and oftem 

has my confcience ftung-me for it. 1 am got into an 

officer's ferviee j hove been in feveral a ft ion s^ gained 
Dome credit by my behaviour, and am now returned witb # 
my mailer to indulge the gentler paffions. 

Tag. Don't think to fob me off with, this nonfrnfkai 
talk. What have you brought me home bciideaf 1 

Puff. Honour and immoderate lo«e» 

Tag. I could, tear your eyes out. 

Puffl Temperance, off I walk oft 

Tag. Temperance, traitor* temperance! What eta. 
you; fey for yourfelf? Leave m« to the wide worloV— 

Bvff Well, I have beea in the world, too, han't I! 
What would the woman have? 

3fcaj». Reduce me to the. neceflty of going to fenrice*. 

Puff. Why, I'm in ferviee too, your, lord and mafte% t 
aa't 1» you faucy |ade you i Come» where doft K«er 
hereabout? Haft got good vails? Doft ga to market J 
Come, give me a ktfa> darling, and teH me where I fhall 
pay my dut)i to. thee. 

Tag* Why* there I live ; at that honfe* 

[Pointing to the houft Jafper cam* oat ofi* 

Pmfi What, there; that houfe? 

Tag. Yes, there; that haufe. 

Puffl Huzza! We're made for ever, you. flu* you; 
huzza! Every thing confpbes this day to make me hap- 
py.— .prepare for an inundation of joy! My mafter ia. 
i& love with your Mifs Biddy oyer head, and ears, and 

(he. 
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Hie with him. I know. {he is courted by Tome old fum- 
bier, and her aunt is not agairrft the match; but now we 
are come, the town will be reliev'd, and the governor 
brought over: in j^lam Englim, ourfbrtune 16-made; my 
inafter muft marry the lady, and the old gentleman may 
<go to the devil. 

Tag. Heyday! what's ill this? 

■Pity. Say no 'more ; the dice w«re thrown doublets for 
•us: away to your youflg miftrefs, while I run to my 
•inafter. , TeU -ber Rhottophil, Rhodophil will be with 
•her immediately ; then if her blood does not mount to 
lier face like quickfilver in a weatherglafs, and point to 
extreme hot, believe the whole a lie., and your hufband no 
-politician. 

Tag. This is news indeed! I have had the place but a 
kittle while, and'bave not quite got into the fecrets of 
the family : but part of your dory is true j and if you 
%ring your matter, and Mifs is willing, I warrant well 
be too hard for the old folks. 

Puff. I'll about it ftraight.— — But hold, Tag, I had 
forgot— Pray, how does Mr Jafper do? 

Tag. Mr Jafper! — What do you mean? I — I — I— 

Puff. What! out 6f countenance, child? O fy! fpeak 
plain, ^my dear— And the certificate^ when comes that, 
heh, love? 

Tag. He has fold himfelf and turnM conjuror, or he 
xould never have known it. \AJide* 

'Puff. Are not you a jade.?— are not you a Jezebel?-— 
-arn't you ia ■ 

Tag. G -ho,-- temperance, or I walk off. ■ 

Puff. I know I am not finiftiM yet, and fo I am eafy ; 
£>ut more thanks to my fortune than your virtue, Ma- 
<3am. 

Bid. i'witbin.) Tag, Tag! where are you, Tag? 

Tag. Coming, Madam— My lady calls — away to 
*yonr matter, and I'll prepare his reception within. 

Puff. Shall 1 bring the certificate with me ? ['Exit. 

Tag. Go, y<*u gracelefs rogue, you richly deferve it.. 

\ExiU 

&C&NB 
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Scene changes to a Chamber. 

* Enter Aunt and Tag. 
•« -^2/. Who was that man you were talking to, 
Tag? 

* Tag. A coufin of mine, Madam, that brought me 
fome news from my aunt in thecountry. 

* Aunt, Where's my niece ? Wlvy are you not with 
her? 

* Tag* She bid me leave her alone.— SheVfo me- 
lancholy, Madam, I don't know what's come to her of 

late 

4 Aunt. The thoughtfulnefs that is natural upon the 
approach of matrimony, generally occafions a decent 
concern. 

« Tag. And do you think, Madam, a hufband of three- 

fcore and five 

« Aunt. Hold, Tag, he protefU to me he is but five 
and fifty. 

* Tag. He is a rogue, Madam ; and an old rogue, which 
is the worft of rogues. 

* Aunt. Alas, youth, or age, 'tis all one to her; (he is 
all fimplicity without experience. I would not force 
her inclinations ; but fhe's fo innocent (he won't know 
the difference— 

* Tag. Innocent! ne'er truft to that, Madam. I was 
innocent myfelf once; but live and karn is an old fay- 
ing, and a true one. I believe, Madam, nobody is 
more innocent than yourfelf, and a good maid you are 
to be fure ; but though you really don't know the dif- 
ference, yet you can fancy it, I warrant you. 

* Aunt. I mould prefer a large jointure to a fmall one, 
and that's all : but 'tis impoffible that Biddy mould 
have defires ; fhe's but newly come out of the country, 
and jufl turn'd of fixteen. 

* Tag. That's a ticklifh age, Madam. I Jiave obferv'd 
fhe does not eat, nor (he does not fleep ; (he (ighs and 
fhe cries, and (he loves moonlight: thefe, I take it, are 
very ftrong fymptoms; 

1 Aunt. They are very unaccountable, I muft confefs: 
but you 'talk from a deprav'd mind, Tag ; hers it 
limple and untainted. 

3 « Tag. 
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x Tag. She'll make him a cuckold though for all 

* that, if you' force her to marry him. 

« Aunt, You fhock me, Tag, with your coarfe ex- 

* prefiions. 1 tell you, her chad it y will be her guards 

* let her hu/band-be what he wilL 

* Tag. Chaftity ! never truft to that, Madam ; get 

* her a hufband that's fit for her, and I'll be bound for 

* her virtue ; but with fuch a one as Sir Simon, I'm a 

* rogue if I'd anfwer for my own. 

* Aunt. Well, Tag, the child mail never have reafon 

* to repent of my fe verity. I was going before to my 

* lawyer's to fpeak about the articles of marriage; I will 
« now put a Hop to 'em for fome time, till we can make 

* farther difcoveries. 

* Tag, Heav'n will blefs you for your goodnefs.— 
€ Look where the poor bird comes, quite mop'd and 
4 melancholy. I'll fet my pump to work, and draw 

* fomethiog from her before your return, I warrant 

* you. (Exit Aunt.) There goes a miracle : fhe hat 

* neither pride, envy, or ill-nature; and yet is near fix- 

* ty, and a virgin.' 

Enter Biddy. 
Bid, How unfortunate a poor girl am- 1! dare not 
tell my fecret to any body; and if 1 dou't, I'm undone 
— Heigh ho ! (Sigh.) * Pray, Tag, is my aunt gone 

* to her lawyer about me ? — Heigh ho !' 

Ts.g. What's that figh for, my dear young miftrefs? 

Bid, I did not figh, not I [SigtfJ* 

Tag. Nay, never gulp 'em down ; they are the worft 
tbings you can fwallow. There'* fomething iri that little 
heart of yours, that fwells it, and puffs it, and will 
4>m.ft it at laft, if you don't give it vent. 

Hid. What would you have me tell you ? [-Sigh. 

Tag. Come, come, you are afraid I'll betray you : 
but you had as good fpeak $ I may do you fome fervice 
you little think of. 

Bid. It is not in your, power, Tag, to give me what 
I want. [Sigh*. 

Tag. Not dire&ly perhaps ; but I may be the means 
of helping you to it. As, for example — if you mould 
not like to marry the old man your aunt defigns for 
you, one may find a way to break——* 

Vol. I. G S &*• 
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Bid. His neck, Tag ? 

Tag. Or the match ; cither will do, child. 

Bid. I don't care which indeed, fo 1 was clear of him 
— - I don't think I'm fit to be marry'd. 

Tag. To him, you mean You have no objection 

to marriage, but the man ; and I applaud you for it. 
But come, courage, Mifs ; never keep it in ; out with 
it all. 

Bid. If you'Jl aflc me any qucftions, I'll anfwer 'em ; 
but I can't tell you any thing of myfelf ; I fhall blufh if 
I do. 

Tag. Well, then — in the firft place, pray tell me, 
Mifs Biddy Bellair, if you don't like fomebody better 
than old Sir Simon Loveit? 

Bid. Heigh ho ! 

Tag. What's heigh ho, Mifs ? 

Bid, When I fay heigh ho, it means yes. 

Tag . Very well : and this fomebody is a young hand- 
cme fellow ? 

Bid. Heigh ho ! 

Tag. And if you were once his, you'd be as merry as 
the belt of us ? 

Bid. Heigh ho ! 

Tag. So far fo good ! and fince I have got you to wet 
your feet, foufe over head at once, and the pain will be 
©yer. 

Bid. There — then (A longjigh.) Now help me out, 
Tag, as fail as yon can. 

Tag. When did you hear from your gallant ? 

Bid. Never fince he went to the army. 

Tag* How fo ? 

Bid. I was afraid the letters would fall into my aunt's 
hands, fo I would not let him write to me : but I had 
' a better reafon then. 

Tag. Pray let's hear that too. 

Bid. Why, I thought if I ftould write to him, and ' 
promife him to love nobody elfe, and (hould afterwards 
change my mind, he might think I was inconftant, and 
call me a coquette. 

T#g. What a firaple innocent it is ! (jf/tde.) And 
fcave you chang'd your mind, Mife? 

Bid. 
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Bid. No indeed, Tag 5 I love him the beffi of any of 
'cm. 

Tag. Of any of 'em ! Why,, have you any more ? 
Bid. Pray, don't alkmc, 

Tag. Nay, Mifs, if you only trufl: me by halve*, you 
can't expeft ■ 

Bid. I will truft you with every thing.— -When I 
parted with him, I grew melancholy ; fo, in order to> 
divert me, 1 have let two others court me till he return 
again. 

Tag. Is that all, my dear ? Mighty fimple, indeed t 

\4fide._ 

Bid. One of 'em is a fine bluft'ring man, and is 
call'd Captain FlaJJ?; he's always talking of fighting 
and wars : he thinks he's fure of me ; but I mail J>aulk 
him: we (hall fee him this afternoon, for he prefs'd 
ftrongly to come j and I have given him leave, while my 
aunt's taking her afternoon's nap. - x 

Tag. And who is the other, pray? 

Bid. Quite another fort of a man* He fpeaks like a 
lady for all the world, and never fwears as Mr Flafli 
does, but wears nice iflhite gloves, and tells me what 
ribbons become my complexion, where to ftick my patch- 
. C8, who is the beft millijrer, where they fell the beft tea, 
and which is the beft wain for the face, and the belt 
pafte for the hands; he is always playing with my fany 
and mowing his teeth ; and whenever I fpeak, be pats 
me— fo — and cries, The devil tjke me, Mifs Biddy, 
but you'll be my perdition, ha, ha, ha ! 

Tag. Oh the pretty creature i And what do you 
call him, pray ? 

Bid. His name's Fribble : you (hall fee him too ; foe 
by miftake I appointed 'em at the fame time : but yon 
muft help me out with 'ecu 

Tag. And fuppofc your favourite mould come too-** 

Bid. I mould not care what become of the others.. 

Tag. What's his name ? 

Bid. It begins with an R— h — o 

Tag. I'll be hang'd if it is not Rhodophil. 

Bid. I am frighten'd at you ! You're a witch, Tag.'. 

Tag. I am fo ; and I can tell your fortune too. Look 

me. ia the face. The gentleman you love moft in the 

G g 2. world* 



352 MISS IN HER TEENS. 

world, will be at our boufe this afternoon : — he arrived 
from the army this morning, and dies till he fees you. 

Bid. Is he come, Tag? Don't joke with me. 

Tag. Not to keep you longer in fufpence, you muft 
know, the fervant of your Strephon, by fome unac- 
countable fate or other, is my lord and mailer: he has- 
juft been with me, told me of his matter's arrival and 
impatience— 

Bid. Oh, my dear, dear Tag, you have put mc out 
of my wits — I am all over in a flutter.— I lhallleap out 
of my fkin— I don't know what to do with myfelf. — Is 

he come, Tag ? 1 am ready to faint I'd give the 

world 1 had put on my pink and filver rohings to-day. 

Tag, I aflure you, Mffs, you look charmingly. 

Bid. Do I indeed though? I'll put a little patch un- 
der my left eye, and powder my hair immediately. 

Tag. We'll go to-dinner firft, and then I'll af&ft 
you. 

Bid. Dinner! I can't eat a morfel--*— \ don't know? 

what's the matter with me my ears tingle, my heart 

beats, my face flumes, and I tremble every joint cf me. 
— I muft run in and look a%,myfdf in the glaf* this 
moment. 

Tag. Yes, me has it, and deeply too:— < This it no 
4 hypocrify— 

* Not art, but Nature now performs her part, 

* And ev'ry word's the language, gf the heait.* 

ACT IL 

Scene continues* 

Enter Captain Loveit, Biddy, Tag, and Puff, 
Capt. 'HP'O find you ftill conftant, and to arrive at 
JL fuch a critical juncture, is the height of 
fortune and happinefs. 

Bid. Nothing (hall force me from you j— and if I am, 

fecure of your affedions 

Puff. I'll be bound for him, Madam, and give you 
any fecurity you can afk. 

Tag. Every thing goes on to our wifh, Sir.— I jpft 

now 
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now Had a fccond conference with my old lady; and flic* 
was fo convine'd by my arguments, that fhe* retufn'd- 
inftantly to the lawyer to forbid the drawing out of any* 
writings at all ; — and fhe is dctermin'd never to thwart 
Mifs's inclinations, and left it to us to give the old gen* 
tleman his difcharge at the next viiit. 
Capt. Shall I undertake the old dragon ? 
Tag. If we have occafion for help, we (hall tall foe 
you. ' 

Bid. I expe& him every moment :— therefore I'll tell 
you what, Rodophil, you and your man fhail be lock'iU 
up in my bed -chamber till we have fettled matters with, 
the old gentleman. 

Capt, Do what you pleafe.with me. 
Bid. You mud not be impatient though. 
Capt. I can undergo any thing with fuch a reward inv 
view. One kifs, and I'll be quite refign'd— And now* 
fhow me the way.. [Exeuqt: 

Tag. Come, fir rah, when I have got you under lock, 
and key, I mail bring you to reafon. 

Puff. Are your wedding-cloaths ready, my dove?—** 
The certificate's come. 

Tag. Go follow your captain, fifrah — match— You : 
may thank. Heav'n 1 had patience to flay fo long. 

[Exeunt Tag. and Puff**. 
Re-enter Biddy. 
Bid. I was very much alarm'd for fear my two gal- 
lants mould come in upon us un wares; we mould have 
had fad work if they had.- I find I love RhodophiL' 
vaftly; for though my other fparks flatter me more, I 

can't abide the thoughts of 'em now 1 have bufinefs. 

upon my hands enough to turn my little head but,. 

egad, my heart's good, and a.fig.for dangers.; rLejt. 

me fee — what fhall I do with my two gallants ? I mu(t 
at leaft part with 'em. decently. Suppole I fet 'em to- 
gether by the ears? The luckieft thought in the 

world \> For if they won't quarrtl, (as I believe they 

won't) L can break with them for cowards, and very- 
juftly dffmifs 'em my fervice: and if they will fight, and. 
one of 'em mould be killed, the other will certainly be 
hang'd or run away; — and fo I (hall very handfomelyy 
jja rid of both*— I. am glad I have fettled it fo puiely.. 
Gg^a. Enterr 
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Enter Tag. 
Well, Tag, are they fafe ? 

Tag. I think fo the door'* double -lock 9 J, and I 

have the key in my pocket. 

Bid. That's pure; but have you given them any thing 
to divert 'em ? 

Tag. I have given the Captain one of your old glove* 
to mumble; but my Strephon is- diverting htmfelf with* 
the more fubftantial comforts of a cold venifon pafty. 

Bid. What (hall we do with the next that comes? 
J Tag. If Mr Fribble comes firft, I'll clap him up into 
my kdy's ftore-room> I fuppofe he is- a great maker 
of marmalade himfelf, and will have an opportunity of 
making fome critical remark* upon ourpaftry and fweet- 
meats. 

Bid* When one of *em comes,, do you* go and watch, 
for the other;, and as foon as yoa fee him, run* in to us, 
and pretend it is my aunt, and fo we (hall have an ea^ 
cufe to lock him up till we want him. 

Tag. You may depend upon-me— Here is< one of 
'em.— 

Enter Fribble-. 

Bid* Mr Fribble, your fervant— 

Frib. Mif8 Biddy, your (lave 1 hope 1 have not 

come upon you abruptly. ■ 1 mould have waited upon* 
you fooner; but an accident happen'd that difcompofed 
me fo, that I was oblig'd to go home again to^ take 
drops. 

Bid. Indeed you don't look well, Sir— Go^Tag, *nd 
* do as I bid you. 

Tag. I will, Madam. [Exit. 

Bid. I have fet my maid to watch my aunt, that we 
may'nt be furprifed by hef. 

Frib. Your prudence is equal to your beauty, Mifs ; 
and I hope your permitting me to kifs your hands, will 
be no impeachmtnt to your underftanding. 

Bid. I hate the fight of him. (/l/ide.) I was afraid 
I fhould not have had the pleafure of feeing you. Pray, 
let me know what accident you met with, and what's 
the matter with your hand?— -I (han't be cafy till I 
know. 

Frib. Well, I vow, Mifs Biddy, you're a good creeter 

—Ml 
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■ H endeavour to mutter up what little fpirits I 

Iiave, and tell you the whole affair.— Hem! But 

firft, you mud give me leave to make you a prefent of a 
fmall pot of my lip-falve* My fervant made it this 
morning: the ingredients are innocent, I affure you; no- 
. thing but the beft virgin-wax, conferve of rofes, and 
lily-of-the-valley water. 

Bid. I thank you,. Sir, but my lips are generally red;, 
and when they an't, I bite 'em. 

Frib. I bite my own fometimes, to pout 'em a little; 
but this will give them a foftnefs, colour, and an agree- 
able moifler. Thus let me make an humble offer- 
ing at that fhrine, where I have already facrificed my 
heart. \Kneils^ and gives the pcK 

Bid. Upon my word, that's very prettily exprefs'd-; 
you are pofitively the beft company, in the world < I 
wifh he was out of the houfe. [y^i/s. 

Frib. But to return to my accident,, and the reafon 
why my hand is in this condition I beg you'll ex- 
cufe the appearance of it, and be fatisfy.*d, that nothing 
but mere neceffity could have fbrc'd me to appear thua 
muffled before you v. 

Bid. I am very willing to excufe any misfortune that 
happens to you t Sir. \Curtfies\ 

Frib. You are vaftly* good, indeed? Thus it was— 
Bern ! — You muft know, Mifs,. there is not an animal 
in the creation I have fo great an averfion to,, as thofe 

hackney-coach fellows As 1 was coming out of my 

lodgings, — fays- one of 'cm to me, Would your hononr 

have a coach ? No, man, faid I, not now, (with all 

the civility imaginable. )^ I'll carry you and your 

Doll too, faid he, Mifs Margery, for the fame price— 
Upon which the mafculine beafts about us fell a- laugh- 
ing. Then I turn'd round in a great paffion Curfe 

.me, fays I, fellow, but I'll trounce thee. And as I 

was holding out my hand in a, threatening/©/?^ — 

thus he makes a cut at me with his whip, and ftri- 

king me over the nail of my little finger, it gave me , 
fuch exquifite torter, that I fainted away — and while I 
was in this condition, the mob pick'd my pocket of my 
purfe, my fciffars, my Mocco fmelling bottle, and my 
huffwifc. 

Bid. 
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Bid. I (hall laugh in his face. (Aftde. ) I am afraid ywr. 
are ia great pain* Pray fit down, Mr Fribble : but I 
hope your hand is in no danger? [TbeyJU. 

Frib. Not in the lead, Ma'am; pray, don't be appre- 
hcnfive— -A milk-poultice;- and a gentle fweat to-night, 
with a little manna in the morning, I am confident wil 
velieve me entirely. 

Bid. But, pray, Mr Fribble, do you make ufe of a. 
huflwife. 

Frib. I can't do without it, Ma'am: there ia a club of 
us, all young bachelors, the fweetefl focicty in the world; 
and we meet three times a-week at each others lodgings,, 
where we drink tea, hear the chat of the day, invent fa- 
fhions for the ladies, make models of 'em, and cut out 
patterns in paper. We were the firft inventors of knot- 
ting ; and this fringe ia the original produce and joint 
labour of our little community. 

Bid. And who are your pretty fet, pray? 

Frib. There's Pliil^ Whiffle, Jacky Wagtail, my lord: 
Trip, Billy Dimple, Sir Dilberry Diddle, and your 
humble— 

Bid. What a fweet collection of happy creatures! 

Frib. Indeed and fo we are, Mifs— -But a prodigi- 
ous fracas difconcerted us fome time ago at Billy Dimple's. 
three drunken, naughty women of the town burfl 
into our club-room, curs'd us all,, threw down the china,, 
broke fix looking-glaflea, fcalded us with, the flop-bafon,, 
and fcratch'd popr Phil, Whiffle's cheek in fuch a man- 
ner, that he has kept his bed thefe three weeks. 

Bid* Indeed,, Mr Fribble, I think all our fex have great 
reafon to be angry; for if you are fo happy now you are 
bachelors, the ladies may wi(h and iigh to very little pur- 
pofe. 

Frib. You are miftaken* I aflure you ; I am prodigi-> 
oufly rallied about my paffion for you, lean tell you that,, 
and am looked upon as loft to our,fociety already. He, 
he, he!. 

Bid. Pray, Mr Fribble, now you have gone fo far, % 
don't think me impudent if I long to know how you in* 
tend to ufe the lady who has been honour'd with your 
ajFe&ions? 

&ih. 
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Frib. Not as moll other wives are ufed, I aflure you: 
all the domeflic bufinefs will be taken off her hands ; I 
fhall make the tea, comb the dogs, and drefs the chil- 
dren myfelf; fo that, tho' I'm a commoner, Mrs Fribble 
will lead the life of a woman of quality ; for me will 
have nothing to do but lie in bed, play at cards, and fcold 
the fervants. 

Bid. What a happy creature fhe muft be t 

Frib. Do you really think fo ? Then, pray, let me 

. have a little ferous talk with you Tho' my paflion is 

not of a long landing, I hope the fincerity of my inten- 
tions— 

Bid. Ha, ha, ha! 

Frib. Go you wild thing. {Pats her.) The dtvfl take 

me but there -is no talking to you How can you ufe 

me in this barbarous manner ! if I had the conflitutioji 
of an alderman, it would fink under my furTerings — 
fooman nater can't fupport it. 

Bid. Why, what would you do with me, Mr Fribble ? 
Frib. Well, I vow I'll beat you if you talk fo 

Don't look at me in that manner Fltfh and blood 

can't bear it— —I could — but I won't grow indecent— 
Bid. But pray, Sir, where are the verfes you were to 
wiite upon me ? I find, if a young lady depends too much 
upon fuch fine gentlemen as you, (he'll certainly be dif- 
appointed. 

Frib. I vow, the flutter I was put into this afternoon 

* has quite turn'd my fenfes Here they are, tho* 

— — and I believe you'll like 'em. 

Bid. There can be no doubt of it. \CurtJies* 

Frib. 1 proteft, Mifs, 1 dou't like that curtfy — Look 

at me, and always rife in this manner. (Shows her.) But, 

my dear creeter> who put on your cap to-day I They 

have made a fright of you, and it is as yellow as old lady 

Crowfoot's neck. When we are fettled, I'll drefa 

your head myfelf. 

Bid. Pray read the verfes to me, Mr Fribble. 

Frib. I obey Hem! William Fribble, Efq; 

to Mifs Biddy Beliair greeting. 

No ice fo hard, fo cold as I, 

'Till warm'd and foften'd by your eyes 

And 
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the book of fate, and the camp is my univerfity ; I have 
attended the leclures of Prince Charles upon the Rhine, 
and Bathiani upon the Po, and have extra&ed know- 
ledge from the mouth of a cannon : I'm not to be 
frighten'd with fquibs, Madam ; no, no. 

Bid. Pray, dear Sir, don't mind her, but let me {pre- 
vail with you to go away this time. Your paffion is 

very fine, to be fure ; and when my aunt and Tag arc 
gone put of the way, I'll let you know when I'd have 
you come again. 

Flafo. When you'd have me come again, child! And 
fuppofe I never would come again, what do you think 
of that now, ha? You pretend to be afraid of your aunt ; 
your aunt knows what's what too well to refufe a good 

match when 'tis offer'd Lookee, MiTs, I'm a man 

of honour ; glory is my aim ; I have told you the road 
1 am in ; and do you fee here, child, (flowing hh fword>) 
no tricks upon travellers. 

Bid. But pray, Sir, hear me. 

Flajb. No, no, no ; I know the world, Madam : I 
am as well known at Covent Garden as the Dial, Ma- 
darn ; I'll break a lamp, bully a conftable, bam a juf- 
tice, or bilk a box-keeper, with any man in the liber- 
ties, of Weftminfter : What do you think of me now, 
Madam ? 

Bid. Pray don't be fo furious, Sir. 
Flafh. Come, come, com£, few words are beft; fome- 
body's happier than fomebody, and I am a poor filly 

fellow, ha, ha that's all Look you, .child, to 

be fhort, (for I'm a man of reflection ), 1 have but a 
bagatelle to fay to you : I am in love with you up to 
hell and defperation, may the fky crufh me if I am not! 
But fince there is another more fortunate than I, 
adieu, Biddy ! Profperity to the happy rival, patience 
to poor Flafh ; but the firft time we meet — gunpowder 
be my perdition, but I'll have the honour to cut a throat 
with him. {Going. 

Bid. {Stopping him;) You may meet with him now, 
if you pleafe. 

Flafh. Now ! may I ? Where is he ? I'll facrifice 

the villain. , [Aloud. 

Tag. Hufh ! he's but in the next room. 
3 , fl<fo\ 
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Flajb. Is he? Ram me (low) into a mortar-piece 
erat I'll have vengeance ; my blood boils to be at him* 
—Don't be frighten'd, Mifs! 

Bid. No, Sir; I never was better pleas'd, I allure 
you. 

Flajh. I mall foon do his bufinefs. 

ifo/. As foon as you pleafe; take your own time* 

Tag. I'll fetch the gentleman to you immediately. 

[Going. 

Flajh. {flopping her.) Stay, ftay a little ; what a 
paflion I am in ! — Are you fure he is in the next room I 

— I (hall certainly tear htm to pieces 1 would fain 

murder him like a gentleman too— Befides, this family 
flian't be brought into trouble upon my account — I have 
it — 111 watch for him in the itrect, end mix his blood 
with the puddle of the next kenneL [Going* 

Bid. (flopping him.) No, pray, Mr Flafli, let me fee 
the battle ; i (hall be glad to fee you -fight for me ; you 
flian't go, indeed. [Holding him* 

Tag. (holding him.) Oh, pray, let me fee you hght : 
there were two gentlemen fit yefterday, and my miftrefs 
was never fo diverted in her life— -—I'll fetch him out* 

[Exit. 

Bid. Do, flick him, ftick him, Captain Flafli; I (hall 
iove you the better for it. 

Flajh. Damn your love ; I wifh I was out of the 
houfe. [Afide* 

Bid. Here he is— —Now, fpeak fome of your hard 
words, and run him through 

Flap. Don't be in fits now—— [Afide to Biddy* 

Bid. Never fear me. 

Enter Tag and Fribble. 

Tag. (to Fribble.) Take it on my word. Sir, he is a 
bully, and nothing elfe. 

Frib. (frightened.) I know you are my good friend; 
bat perhaps you don't know his difpofition. 

Tag. I am confident he is a coward* 

Frib. D'ye think fo, Mrs Tag ? 

Tag. Oh, I am fure of it* 
, *Frib. h he ? Nay, then I'm his man* 
' Ftajh. I like bis looks, but I'll not venture too far 
atfirft* 

Vu.1. Hh T*f* 
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Tmg. Speak to him. Sir. 

Frib. I will— I underftand Sir— hem— that you-~* 
by Mrs Pag here — Sir — -who ha* informed me— hem i 
that yon would be glad to (peek with me— demmee-*- 

[Turns off* 

Flajh. I can fpeak to 70a, Sir— or to any body, Sir 
—or 1 can let k alone and hold my tongue — if I fee oc- 
caiion, Sir* damme— [Turns off. 

Bid. Well (aid, Mr Flafti; be in apaffion. 

Tag. (/a Fribble.) Don't miad his looks, he dmoges 
Colour already ; to hint* to him* [Pufbes him* 

Frti>. Don't hurry me, Mrs Tag, for heaven'* fokei 
I (kail be out of breath before I begin, if you do— Sir, 
— (to Flam.) If you can't fpeak to a gentleman in ano- 
ther, manner, Sir— why then I'll venture to fay, yoa had 
better hold your tongue— ooas. 

Ftajb. Sir, you ami I are of different opinions. 

Frit. You and your opinion may go to the devil*— 
take that. [Turns off to Tag* 

Tag Well (aid, Sir, the day's your own. 

Bid. What's the matter, Mr Flaih I Is all your fury 
gone ? Do you give me up> 
. Frih 1 have done his bufinefs. [Struts about. 

Flq/h. Give you up, Madam ! No, Madam, when I 
am determin'd in my resolutions, I am always calm; 
'tis our way, Madam : and now I (hall proceed to bull- 
Dtis— Sir, I beg to fey a word to you in private. 

Frio. Keep your distance* fellow, and 1*11 anfwer 
you.— That lady hat confefs'd a panson tor me ; and 
as (he has deUvrr'd up her heart into my keeping, no- 
thing but my 'arfs blood (hall purchase it. Damnation ! 

Tag. Bravo ! bravo ! 

tlafb. If thofe are the conditions, I'll give you ear* 
neft fur it dire&ly. (Draws.) Now, villain, renounce 
-ail right and title this minute, or the torrent of my ratge 
will overflow my reafon, and I (hall annihilate the no* 
thing nefs of your foul and body in an infiaat. 

Frib. I wi(h there was a conftabk at band to take ua 
both up; we (hair certainly do one another a preju- 
dice. 

Tag. No, you won't indeed, $k \ pray, bear up to 
1 kirn; 
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him ; if you wouM but draw your (word* and be in a 
paffion, be would run away dire6Uy. 

Frib. Will he? (Draw his JhoorJ.) Then I can a* 
longer contain my (elf— Hell and the furies! Come on, 
thou favage brute ! 

Tag. Go on, Sir* 
[Here they ftand in fighting pofluree, *vMJe Biddy smi 
Tag pvfh them forward. 

Flafb. Come on. 

Bid. Go on. 

Frib. Come on, rafcal. 

Tag. Go on, Sir. 
_. Enter Captain Loveit and Puff. 

* Capt. What's the matter, my dear ? 

' Bid. If you won't fight, here's one that will. Oh 

* Khodophil, thefe two fparks are your rivals, and have 

• pcfterM me thefe two months with their addreflesj 

• they forced thcmielvcs into the houfe, and have been 
« quarrelling about me, and disturbing the family \ if 

* they won't fight, pray kick *em out of the houfe*' 

Capt. What's the matter, gentlemen ? 

[They both keep their fencing pofiare. 

Flafb* Don't part us, Sir. 

Frib* No, pray Sifc don't part us j we mall do you a 
siii chief. 

CapL Puff, look4o the other gentleman, and call a 
Ibrgeon. 

Bid. and Tag. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Puff. Blefsme! how can you ftand under yoar wounds, 
Sir ? 

Frib. Am I hurt, Sir ? 

Puff. Hurt, Sir I why, you have — let me fee— pray 
Hand in the light—one, two, three, thro* the heart; 
and, let me fee — hum— eight thro' the fmall guts i 
Come, Sir, make it up the round dozen, and then we'll 
part you. 

All. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Capt. Come here, Puff. 

{Whifpars^ and loots at Fhflu 

Puf. Tis the very fame, Sir. 

Capt. (to Flam.) Pray, Sir, have I not had the plea- 
sure of feeing you abroad ? 

H h a Flafh. 
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Elajh. I have fervM abroad, 

Capt. Had not jou the misfortune, Sir, to be mif- 
fing at the laft engagement in Flanders? 

Flajh. I was found amongft the dead in the field of 
battle. 

Puff. He was the firft that fell, Sir ; — the wind of a 
xannon-ball (truck him flat upon his face : he had juff 
ftrength enough to creep into a ditch, and there he was. 
found after the battle in a moil deplorable condition. 

Capt. Pray, Sir, what advancement did you get by 
the fervice of that day ? 

Flajh. My wounds rendered me unfit for fervice, and 
I fold out. 

Puff. Stole ' out, you mean ■ We hunted him by 
fcent to the water-fide; — thence he took fhippirig for 
England ; and taking the advantage of my mailer's ab- 
fence, has attacked the citadel ; which we are luckily 
come to relieve— and drive his honour into the ditch a- 
gain. 

All Ha, ha, ha! 

Frib. He, he, he! 

Capt. And now, Sir, how have you darM to fhow 
your face in open day, or wear even the outfide of a 
profefhon you have fo much fcandalized by your beha- 
viour?—— I honour the name of foldier; and, as a party 
concerned, am bound not to fee it difgracM. As you 
have forfeited your title to honour, deliver up your, 
fword this inftant. 

Flajh. Nay, good Captain — 

Capt. No words, Sir, * [Takes his fword* 

Frib. He's a fad fcoundrcl*; 1 wim I had kick'd 

him, 

Capt. The next thing I command — Leave this houfe, 
change the colour of your cloaths and fiercenefs of your 
looks ; . appear from top to toe the wretch, the very 
wretch thou art; ■ If e'er I meet thee in the military 
drefs again, or if you put on looks that belie the native 
bafenefs of thy heart, be it where it will, this (hall be 
the reward of thy impudence and difobedience. 

[Kicks him; he rum off* 

« Bid. Oh, my dew Rodophil V 

FriK 
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Frib. What an infamous rafcal it is ! — I thank you t 
Sir, for this favour ; but J rauft after and cane him. 

[Going, itftopt bj the Captain* 

CapL One word with you too, Sir* 

Frib. With me, Sir! 

Capt. You need not tremble; i..f ftan't ufc yon 
roughly. 

Frib. I am certain of that, Sir* — but I am fadly 
troubled with weak ncrtes. 

, Cape, Thou art of a. fpecies too defpfcaM* for cor* 
region; therefore begone; and if I fee you here again, 
your iniigntBcancy (han't protect you. 

Frib. I am obliged to you for your kindnefs. Well* 
if ever T have any thing to do with intrigues again—* 
Mifs Biddy, your fervant— Captain, your fervan t 
Mrs Tag, yours — Old foldicr, yours. 

Puff. Boh? {in Fribble's./fftf as he is going out.) 

Frib. OLard! TExiU 

All. Ha, ha, ha! 

Puff. Shall I eafe you of your trophy, Sir? 

Capt. Take it, Puff, as a fmall recompense for thy 
fidelity: thou can'ft better ufe it than its owner. 

Puff 1 wifh your Honour had a patent to take fuch 
trifles from every pretty gentleman that could fpare 'em. 
I would fet up the largeft cutler's (hop in the kingdom. 

Capt. Well fald, Puff. 

• Bid. But pray, Mr Fox, how did you get out of 
« yonr hole ? I thought you was lock'd in. 

' Capt I^mot the bolt back when I heard a neife— - 
' and thinking you was in danger, I broke my confino- 
4 ment without any other conudcration than your fafc- 
« ty. \K*ff et k er hand* 

« Sir Sim, (without.) Biddy, Biddy !— Why, Tag, 

* Tag! 

* Bid. There's the old gentleman; run in, run in. 

[Exeunt Capt. and Puff. Tag open^the door. 
• Enter Sir Simon and Jafper. 
« Sir Sim. Where have you been, Biddy ?—— Jafper 

• and I have knock'd and call'd as loud and as long as 
< we were able. What were you doing, child ? 

4 Bid* I was reading part of a play to Tag, and we 
' came as foon as we heard you. 

H h 3 « Sir 
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« Sit Sim. What play, Moppet? 

• Tag. The Old Bachelor; and we were juft got t» 

* old Nykyn as you knock'd at the door. 

• Sir Sim. 1 muft have you burn your plays and ro- 

* manccs, now you are mine — they corrupt your inno~ 
' cence ; and what can you learn from 'em ? 

' Bid. What you can't teach me, I am fure. 

• Sir Sim* Fy, fy, child, I never heard you talk at 

* this rate before. I'm afraid, Tag, you put thefc 
« things into her head. 

€ Tag. I, Sir! — I vow, Sir Simon, (he knows mote 
9 than you can conceive. She furprifes me, I affure you, 

* though I have been married thefe two years* and liv'd 
4 with bachelors moft part- of my life* 

4 Sir Sim* Do you hear, Jafper?— —I'm all over in a 

* fweat. Pray, Mifs, have you not had company this. 

* afternoon ? I faw a young fop go put of the houfe as 

* I was coming hither. 

'Bid. You might have feen two, Sir Simon* if your 
4 eyes had been good. 

• Sir Sim* Do you hear, Jafper ? Sure the child 

* ispoflcfs'd — Pray, Mifs, what do they want here ? % 

• Bid. Me, Sir i they wanted me. 

• Sir Sim. What dad they want with you, I lay ? 

• Bid. Why, what do you want with-me } 

• Sir Sim. Do you hear, Jafper I 1 am thunder^ 

* ftruck! — I can't believe my own ears — —Tell me the 

* reafon, I fay, why 

• Tag. I'll tell you the reafon why, if you pleafe, Sir 

* Simon. Mifo, you know, is a very filly young girl £ 

* and having found out (Heaven knows how!) that 
. « there is fome little difference between fixty-fivc and 

'twenty-five, foe's ridiculous enough to choofe the lat- 

* ter ; when, if (he'd take my advice—— 

• Sir Sim. You are right, Tag, (he would take me— 

* eh J 

• Tag. Yes,. Sir, as the only way to have both ; for 
« if fhe marries you, the other will follow of courfe. 

« Sir Sim. Do you bear, Jafper ? 

• Bid. 'Tis very true, Sir Simon : from knowing no 

* better, I have iet my heart upon* a young man ; and 
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a young one I'll have* There has been three here this 
afternoon. 

* Sir Sim. Three, Jafper! 

* Bid. And they have been quarrelling about me, 
and one has beat the other two. Now, Sir Simon, if 
you'll take up the conqueror, and kick him, as he has 
kick'd -the others, you mail have me for your reward, 
and my fifteen thoufand pounds into the bargain* What 
fays my hero, eh ? L^ a f s him on the back* 
« Sir Sim. The world's at an end What's to be 

done, jafper? 

' J a f ^ ac k °P an ^ °* g 01 *** Don't fight the match*. 
Sir. 

* Sir Sim. Flefl* and Wood can't bear it I'm all 

over agitation Hugh, hugh! — Am I cheated by a 

baby, a doll ? Where's your aunt, you young cocka- 
trice—Ill let her know — (he's a bafc woman, and 
you are. > 

* Bid. You are in a fine humour to (how your valour. 
Tag, fetch the Captain this minute, while Sir Simon 
is warm, and let him know he is waiting here to cut 
{lis throat. [Exit Tag.) I lock'd him up in my bed* 
chamber till you came. 

* Sir Sim. Here Van imp of darknefs ! What would I 
give that my ion Bob were here to thraih her fpark,. 
while I— ravifli'd the reft of the family. 

« Jafi I believe we had beft retire, Sir. 

* Sir Sim. No, no, I muft fee her bully fir ft: and, do 
you hear, Jafper, if I put him in a paffion, do you knock 
him down*. 

4 J*f> Pray, keep your temper, Sir* 

« Enter Captain, Tag, and Puff. 

* Capt. {approaching angrily.) What is the meaning, 
Sir— — 'Ouhds! it is my lather, Puff} what (hall I 
do? I4fid*.. 

* Puff* {/drawing him by the coat.) Kneel again, Sir. 

« Sir Sim. I am enchanted! {Starting* 

€ Capt* There is no retreat ; I muft ftand it ! 
« Bid. What's all this? 

* Sir Sim* Your humble fervant, Captain Fireball.— 
You are welcome from the wars, noble Captain. I did 

* not 
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* not think of being knock'd o' th' head, or cut tip alive* 

* by fo fine a gentleman. 

* Capt. I am under fuch conruGoo, Sir, that I have 
• < not power to" convince you of my innocence* 

< Sir Sim. Innocence! pretty iamb! And fo, Sir, yow 

* have left the regiment, and the honourable employ- 

* ment of fighting for your country, to come home and 

* cut your father** throat. Why, you'll he a great man 

* in time, Bob! 

' Bid. His father, Tag! 

* Sir Sim* Come, come, 'tis foon done— one ftroke 

* does it or if you have any qualms, let your fquire 

« tkere perform the operation. 

* Puff, Pray, Sir, don't throw fuch temptations in my 
v way. 

' Capt. Hold your impudent tongue* 

' Sir Sim. Why don't you (peak, Mr Modefty? what 

* excufe have you for leaving the army, I fay? 

4 Capt. My afleejfcion to this lady* 
■• « Sir Sim* Your affection, puppy ! 
' Capt. Our, love, Sir, has been long and mutual. 

* What accidents have happened fince my going abroad 

* and her leaving the country, and how I have moft un- 

* accountably met you here, I am a ftranger to ; but 
« whatever appearances may be, I ftill am, aad ever wa% 

* your dutiful fon. 

* bid. He talks like an angel, Tag! 

* Sir Sim. Dutiful, firrah !— have not you rivalled your 

* father? 

* Cap. No, Sir, you have rivall'd me. My claim muft 

* be prior to yours. 

* Bid. Indeed, Sir Simon, he can mow the bed title 
y to me. 

* 7 a f- Sir, Sir, the young gentleman fpeaks well ; and 
.« as the fortune will not go out of the family, J mould 

* advife you to drop your refentment, be reconcil'd to 
-• your fon, and rclinquffh the lady. 

* Sir Sim. Ay, ay, with all my heart— Look ye* 

* fon, I give you the girl; (he's too much for me, I 
« confefs; — and, take my word, Bob, you'll catch atar- 

* tar. 

* Bid. I affure you, Sir Simon, I'm not the perfoa 

• JOtt 
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you take me for. If I have us'd you any ways ill, 
'twas for yovr ion's fake, who had my promife and 
inclinations before you: and though I believe 1 mould 
have made you a moft uncomfortable wife, I'll be the 
beft daughter to you in the world ; and if you (land 
in need of a lady, my aunt is difengag'd, and is the beft 
nurfe - 

* Sir Sim. No, no, I thank you, child ; you have fo 
turn'd my ftomach to marriage, I have no appetite left* 

But where is this aunt? Won't me flop your pro* 

ccedings, think you? 

* Tag. She's now at her lawyer's. Sir ; and if you 
pleafe to go with the young couple, and give your ap- 
probation, I'll anfwer for my old lady's confent. 

* Bid. The Captain and I, Sir ■ 

* Sir Sim* Come, come, Bob, you are but an enfign, 
don't impofe on the girl neither. 

4 Capt. I had the good fortune, Sir, to pleafe my royal 
general by my behaviour in a fmall action with the ene- 
my, and he gave me a company. 

* Sir Sim. Bob, I wifh you joy! This is news indeed ! 
And when we celebrate your wedding, fori, I'll drink 
a half-pint bumper myfelf to your benefa&or. 

* Capt. And he deferves it, Sir. Such a general, by 
his example and juftice, animates ua to deeds of glory, 
and infures us conqueft. 

* Sir Sim. Right, my boy— Come along then. 

\Going. 

4 Puff. Halt a little, gentlemen and ladies, if you 
pleafe. Every body here feems well fatisfied but myfelf. 

« Capt. What's the matter, Puff? 

« Puff* Sir, as I would make myfelf worthy of fuch a 
matter, and the name of a fcldier, I cannot put up the 
leaft injury to my honour. 

* Sir Sim. Heyday! what flourifhes are thefe ? 

* Puff. Here is the man \ come forth, caitiff.— [Ta 
Jafper.] — He has eonfefs'd this day, that in my ab- 
fence he hath taken freedoms with my lawful wife, and 
had difhonourable intentions againft my bed r for which 
I demand fa'tisfa&ion. ■■ 

« Sir Sim. {Jit iking him.) What ftuff is here? The fel- 
low'a brain's turn'd. 

1 ?& 
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1 />*£ And crack'd too, Sir* bat you are my matter** 

• father* and I fubout* * 

4 &i//* Come, come, I'U fettle your punctilios, and 

• will take care of yen and Tag hereafter, provided you 

• drop all animofities, and (hake hands this moment. 

: * ^*# My revenge gives way to my iatcreft ; and I 

• once again, Jafper, take thee to my bofom. 

• Jafi Vm your friend again, Puff—*— B«t, hark yc 
< —I fear you not ; and if you'll lay afide your ftcel there, 
4 as far as a J>rokeo head or a black eye, I'm at your fcr~ 
4 vice upon demand. 

4 Tag. You are very good at crowing, indeed, Mr 
4 Jafper; but let me tell yon, the fool that is rogue? 

• enough to brag of a woman's favours, mull be a dkmg- 
4 hill every way. ■ As for you, my dear huiband, (how 

• your manhood in a proper place, aad yoa need not fear 

• thefe fheep-bitere. 

4 ^jr5/«-Theabigaiiifplealkfit,IoonrVft— he, he! — ' 

Bid. I'm afraid the town will be ill-natnVd enough 

to think I have been a tittle coquettish in my behaviour; 

bttt 1 hope, as I have been conftaot to the Captain, I 

lull be excused diverting myfetf with pretenders^ 

Ladies, to lops and braggarts ne'er he kind ? 
No charm s can warm 'em, and ao virtues bind: 
Each lover's merit by his conduct prove ; 
Whe (ails in honour, will be falfc in love. 

[ExtunU 
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EPILOGUE. 

By the fame hand as the Prologue. 

Spoken by Mrs PRITCHARD. 

QOOD folks, Vm come, at my young Lady's bidding, 

to fay, you all are 'welcome to ber wedding* 
¥b 9 exchange Jbe made what mortal here can blame f 
Show me tie maid that would not do the fame, 
Forfure the greateft monfter everfeen, 
Js doating Sixty coupled to Sixteen ! 
fVhen wintry age bad almoft caught the fair, 
Youth, clad in fun/bine, /notch* d ber from dejpair : 
Like a new Semele the virgin lay, 
And claffd ber lover in the blaze of day. 
thus may each maid, the toils almofi intrapt in, 
Change old Sir Simon far the bri/k young Captain, 
I love tbofe men of arms, they know their trade: 
JLet da/lard* fue, the font off re invade ! 
they cannot hear around the bait to nibble, 
Like pretty, powder d, patient Mr Fribble : 
to dangers bred, andjkilful in command, 
They form the ftrongeft fortrefs /word in band! 
y . Nights without Jleep, and foods of tears when waking, 
Show d poor Mi/s Biddy was in piteous taking. 
-She** now quite well : fot maids in that condition, 
Find the young lover is the heft pbyfuian ; 
And without helps of art, or boajt of knowledge, 
They cure more -women, faith, than all the college I 
But to the point— I come with low petition, 
For faith poor Bayes is in a fad condition ; 
* The huge tall Hangman^ nds to give the blow, 
And only waits your pleafur c ■■■ a y or no. 
Jfyoujbould—-—Pit, Box, and Gallery, egad, 
jfoy turns bisfenfes, and the man runs mad! 
But if your ears are Jbut, your hearts are rock, 
And you pronounce tbefentence ■ block to block: 
Down kneels the bard, and leaves you when he's dead, 
the empty tribute of an author's bead. 

* Alluding to Bayes's prologue in The ReheafaL 
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